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There's only one “proof of the pudding” when 
you buy washing products. That's to try them 
... at home ... with your own wash. 
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Compare ... feel your FELSO-clean clothes. 6 hop / ah 
Try FELSO. You'll see that gentle i 47 , ‘ iN? : 
just-right suds give you the freshest, SY FI [if . PL b 
most fragrant, sweetest-smelling cf yi 
wash. Did you ever see whiter . 4 
sheets and shirts ... th 


brighter, more colorful 
prints? Did you ever feel 
softer, fluffier laundry 
or any so easy to iron? 
And how soft and 
smooth your hands are ie 
after you use FELSO. :; 
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FOR BETTER WASHINGS USE THE BETTER PRODUCT — FELSO} | 
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Be Protected: 


HERE’S AN AMAZING NEW sell» PLA 
—-7NO TIME LIMIT= 


ON HOSPITAL ROOM AND BOARD 
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Accidental Death and POLIO COVERAGE INCLUDED! 


COSTS ONLY 3° A DAY 


Individual or Family Eligible . . . Birth to Age 70 
This is it! Sold only by mail! America’s newest and 
greatest Hospitalization Plan. Amazing coverage! 
Lower cost! Good anywhere in the U.S. It’s exactly 
what you need! 

If you get sick or have an accident, you may go to any rec- 
ognized Hospital (Rest Homes, Sanitariums, Government 
Hospitals excluded). Your NORTH AMERICAN Policy will 
pay for Hospital Room, Board and General Nursing Care at 
the rate of $150.00 PER MONTH. What’s more, you can stay 
as long as necessary. There’s NO TIME LIMIT. Now, in case 
you need SURGERY, due to sickness, accident or disease . . . 
the Policy pays lump CASH for 74 specific SURGICAL 
OPERATIONS. What a help . . . what a blessing it is to fall 
back on this kind of coverage in time of need. 


LOOK WHAT ELSE YOU GET! 

For ACCIDENTAL DEATH Policy pays in lieu of other 
benefits $500.00 . . . with a special provision giving 4 times 
the amount—or $2,000.00—for death resulting from accident 
while traveling on a common carrier. But this isn’t all. For still 
more protection, seldom included in ordinary Hospitalization— 
you and insured family members also get POLIO coverage in 
lieu of other benefits—$500.00 to cover HOSPITAL BILLS, 
$500.00 for MEDICAL TREATMENT, $500.00 for ORTHO- 
PEDIC APPLIANCES. 

Then, too, there are liberal Benefits in lieu of others for 
accidental LOSS OF HANDS, FEET OR EYES; Benefits for 
EMERGENCY HOSPITAL TREATMENT for accidents in- 
volving no confinement, etc. Imagine all this wonderful value 
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for complete details. 


NO OBLIGATION! 





INFANTILE PARALYSIS BENEFITS 


SPEHIC SURGICAL BENEFITS 


Truly this is a remark- 
able Hospitalization 
Plan. Investigate it! 
Buy it! Mail coupon 


NO AGENT WILL CALL! 







MATERNITY 
RIDER! 


and coverage at a rate for adults of only about 3c a day, 1c 
a day for children to age 18 . .. and CHILDREN GET FULL 
BENEFITS. (Maternity Rider is available at small additional 
charge.) 
IMPORTANT—The NORTH AMERICAN POLICY pays you 
FULL BENEFITS regardless of money you collect from other 
insurance sources for the same disability, including Work- 
men’s Compensation. WE PAY DIRECT TO YOU! This 
means, if you are already carrying Hospitalization—be smart 
. buy this additional Policy, with its extra cash benefits, to 
protect yourself against today’s higher Hospital costs. Don’t 
Delay! MAIL COUPON BELOW for FREE DETAILS. No 
Agent will call! 








_ FEATURES! EXCLUSIVE EXTRAS! NO FINER resell Listed a & YOUR — 


LOSS OF HANDS, EYES, FEET 
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MAIL THIS 


COMPANY 


Please send me without obligation full details about the new North 
American Hospitalization Plan. No Agent will call. 
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(Paste on penny postcard or mail in envelope) 
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Dept. 1251-TA, North American Bldg., Wilmington 99, Delaware i 












& Medd de Medd & Medd a3’ Medd & | 


FREE 


to tampon users 
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Stop embarrassing surprises! This 
handy Dial tells exactly when to 
expect your monthly period! Easy 
to use, 3 inches wide, fits any purse, 
ends guesswork and uncertainty. 


On calender days, smart girls and 
women use Meds tampons—and 
swim, shower, dance with perfect 
safety, perfect poise. Meds protect 
you invisibly, comfortably. No 
pads, or bulk. Improved applica- 
tor makes Meds quick, easy to use. 
Miss Crennin, , Dept. TA-12 ania 
Personal Products Corp., 
Milltown, New Jersey 
- I enclose one Meds box top for my free 
Personal Calendar Dial. 


b & Medd & Mods & Mods = Medd a Medd a Mods x Medd & Meds 
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Many Swedish Massage A Ra ake big 
y. Lar ‘ull time incomes from doc- 
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“| never dreamed | would ever 
be able to play—i didn't know a 
single note when | started!"’ 


HAT’S what many of our 
850,000 home students have 
said. Mrs. Kerk of Lodge- 
pole, Nebraska, writes: 
‘‘Before I took your 
Course I didn’t know one 
note. Now I play de- 
lightful pieces after only 
YOU can quickly learn to play 
piano, guitar, accordion, or ANY instrument you 
se. No special talent needed. No boring ex- 

ses. You play real pieces by note—from very 
first lesson! Your progress will amaze friends. 
pend just a few minutes a day, spare time, at 
without a teacher. Costs only a few cents 

Enjoy wonderful hobby; make new 


months.’’ 


i lesson 


FREE BOOK AND FREE 
INSTRUCTION-SAMPLE 


send this ad, with your name 
and «address filled in_ below, to: 
U. S. Schoo! of Music, Studio A34(2, 
Port Washington, N. Y. (No obliga- 
no salesman will call.) 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


EEO TE EE PTT ET TEE ETT Oe Por err rT er eT ee 17 
While Susan nursed her patient, handsome band leader Kelly Brown, back to 
health, her romance with Tim turned sour and had a violent relapse. 

Madness Im Martinique. ....... 2... cccccccccccveccccsccccseesecceees 20 
Someone had to find heartbreak when the Martinique moon and potent rum 
created a strange situation between lovely Michele and Pete. 

SSS ETOP PETE CEPT PTET TEE PE, Te Oe ne ee 26 
Her husband called her Kitten and their marriage was ideal until selfish in-laws 
nearly brought disaster to their home. But Kitten turned into a wildcat in time. 

I Gave Away My Baby..... 2.22. cesscrccccveccccccevecers ieke en duaim 28 
When Pat married Del on the rebound, she thought hiding her past was a good 
idea. But then her past backfired with a vengeance. 

32 


ey oe ee re Ter ey ey er ee 
Whatever Irene wanted, her sister Lillie Belle usually got. But Irene decided it 
wasn’t going to be like that when Chris came along. 
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Many matrimony-minded girls wait around coyly until the man springs the fate- 
ful question, but not pretty Mrs. Bob Satterfield. 


ee ree eens WHE? ... ... 5... ctu ivrecnccos evsvesesoses 12 
Paul’s sister hated him for pointing out the mail order route to love but Sidney 
was a special prize package. 

America’s Most Sensational Mixed Marriage...............+.0e0e08: — 
Laundress Alice Jones became most-talked-about Negro woman in America 
during the 20’s when husband Kip Rhinelander sued her for annulment. 
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Letters To 


THINKS WE’RE SNOOTY 
I have read every issue of Tan CONFESSIONS 
so far and enjoyed each story to the highest. 
However, | have one complaint. Your stories 
are always about the upper class of our race. 
What about us plain middle class folk who 
happen to not own a Cadillac convertible or 
have never drunk Martinis? I have heard this 
discussed quite a bit around here. 
Let’s hear more about the average Negro. 
please. 
Wayne Marshall 
Martinsville, Va. 


GI’S LIKE TAN 


Just a few lines from my buddies and my- 
self, expressing how much we enjoyed your 
issue of TAN Conressions for September. In 
fact, we have enjoyed all those we have seen 
so far. 

In your September issue, we enjoyed most 
of all “Con Man,” and “My Japanese Ro- 
mance.” It seems that there are quite a few 
of the fellows in our outfit who picked these 
as stories of the month. . 

Cpl. Charles R. Johnson 
Cpl. Edward Johnson 
Somewhere in Korea 


WANTS HAPPY ENDINGS 


I have just finished reading the September 
issue of TAN ConFessions, and frankly I was 
very disappointed in the story “I a 
Marry My Negro Lover.” It gets rather mo- 
notonous to find that the subject of marriage 
between different races automatically must 
have an unhappy ending. The Indian girl who 
married James Stewart in Broken Arrow, was 
very conveniently killed at the end, as was the 
Hawaiian girl in Bird of Paradise, who was 
Louis Jourdan’s wife. 

In reality, | am convinced, that there are no 
obstacles great enough to block the path of 
true love. My husband and | are a mixed 
couple, and we agreed that if this “Bill” broke 
off his romance with the white woman, it was 
because he wasn’t really in love with her as 
she supposed. 

Family, position, or public opinion have been 
proven to be completely disregarded when two 
people of different races (or any two people 
for that matter) fall in love. The great love 
of Seretse Khama and his white English wife 
is a good illustration of this fact. 

Too, I’m sure that the vast majority of mixed 
love affairs culminate in very happy marriages. 
It would be refreshing to read a story in which 
the couple conquer their obstacles and prove 
to themselves and to the world that this “race” 
business is a lot of nonsense. 

Mrs. Dolores York 
Los Angeles, California 


STORY HELPED HIM 


I have just read your article in the June is- 
sue on “What Men Don’t Like About Women.” 
My wife and I really enjoyed reading it. It 
seems that every young couple nowadays has 
the same trouble. 

I was on the verge of asking my wife for a 
divorce. We have one child and one on the 
way. We have been married about 17 months, 
nine months of which I spent in the army. 
You see I am in the reserves. Since | have 
been out, my wife and I have had a great deal 
of trouble as she is the image of the girl in 
the article. They couldn’t be any more alike 
if they had been twins. 

I have just been released from service and 
since being home, I have wished that | was 
back on duty. I read the article to my wife 
and already I believe it has instigated a 
change. I wish you could print articles like 





The Editor 


this in each issue. It has really been a help. 
I felt somewhat relieved after reading the ar- 
ticle. I sincerely hope that it may help others 
as it has helped us. As was pointed out in the 
article, it’s the little things that tend to break 
up marriages. My wife had the same faults 
as did the girl in the article. 
J. Henderson 
Richmond, Ind. 


PLEASED FIRST READER 


| bought and read Tan Conressions for the 
first time and I must say that I am glad there 
is such an outstanding book for Negroes. I do 
appreciate the magazine. Some of the stories, 
however, seem like copycatting if | might say. 
All have happy endings. “I Couldn’t Marry 
My Negro Lover” is probably true. God is 
good to all colors if we let him be. 

Being a Southern Negro, | know how that 
goes. If the writers of these stories in TAN 
CONFESSIONS would give a few more facts and 
less classic, they would be helping the under- 
privileged Negroes more. 

We have what it takes and we are just as 
good as any race or color and can do anything 
the next person can do; given a chance we 
might do better. 

Betty Mae 
Baton Rouge, 


INTERRACIAL LOVERS 


1 have just finished the September issue of 
Tan ConFEssions and consider it one of the 
best issues to date. I particularly enjoyed “! 
Couldn’t Marry My Negro Lover.” This had 
special interest for me because, you see, | am 
a white girl and I am engaged to a Negro boy. 
We have known each other for a long time and 
we are ideally suited to each other, except for 
that one thing—skin color. However, we have 
decided to disregard this detail and marry any- 
way for we are very much in love. 

Unfortunately, my parents are Southern born 
and raised in Texas and they are very preju- 
diced against the colored ‘race. They are 
shocked by what my boy friend and I are 
planning and they disapprove of our marriage 
very much. 

Several of my other colored friends also dis- 
approve (so you see the prejudice isn’t all on 
the white side) but most of my friends, both 
colored and white, say that they believe we will 
make a go of it. 

Personally, to me there is no such thing as a 
color line. People are people and skin color 
is no more important than hair color or eye 
color. I only wish that more people felt this 
way too. 


Green 
La. 


Marie Garnett 
Downers Grove, Ill. 


HOORAY FOR BAKER 


| would like to tell you how much I enjoyed 
your series of articles by Josephine Baker. 
I have long admired her and her fight for 
freedom. 
Delmas Harris 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


SHE’S CONVERTED 

[ must admit that | have never liked to read 
but since my husband is a great resder, he 
wishes very much that I would become one 
too. He began buying TAN CONFESSIONS and 
| really think it is the most wonderful maga- 
zine anyone could read. 

“I Beat the Electric Chair” was fantastic. | 
only hope more people will trust God and he- 
lieve in the things that aré right. 

I wish to congratulate all who have a part in 
making Tan Conressions. May God bless you. 

(Mrs.) Giles D. Rendleman 
Hickory, N. C. 





"S" SWAGERR Dacket 


Something entirely new and different are these roman- 
tically colorful and eye-catching SWAGGER JACKETS. 
The life-like “China Poblana” and “Charro” are native 


in 
contrasting colors on 100% seolid-color wool jockets. 
Hand-embroidered faces and hands, with sequin trim 
on costumes. Hair is braided wool. Jackets are light 
weight, yet snugly warm; two ample 
fe):49)4'E:ka patch pockets. Perfect for use in street, 
sports or evening wear. 
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s 2 SS Sees ee ee 
& Please send me a Desert Sand 0, Green Blue ©. 4 
a Red © Swagger Jacket. My Dress size is ——— é 
Fa Check or Money Order enclosed for $17.50 & 
B © Send C.0.D. I'l pay $17.50 plus postage and @ 
8 C-0O.D. charges. (No advance deposit required.) * 

os 
: NAME J 
® ADDRESS [ 
H cITYy . . ZONE. . . STATE 5 
‘LOS AMI 05,5, : 
' mporterd 8 
© Box 1507-TC1 El Paso, Texas g 
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SAMPLES. “FOR. TRIAL 
— at onan A penny postal will a * SEND" NO MONEY— 
Or KRISTEE CO., Dept. 2453, Akron 8, 0. 


Say MERRY CHRISTMAS with the 













SSNow it can be yours. . . 
a real diamond . the 
ftrue symbol of beauty! 
— Think of it—a genuine 
$3:°% ‘S| diamond in a 10 Karat 
itt a -' 
setting {in | m the unheard-of price o 
$8.31 plus Federal Tax 
EE ey —$9.98 toral! Ins., P.Pd. 
Why settle for cheap imitations when you can now 
afford beautiful | conn Se oe yee to 
you direct —by G ND CO. You 
get a Registered Genuine Disaend Bond 
A genuine diamond ring will be your pride and 
joy... the envy of your friends. Order TODAY, 
giving ring size. Send check or — | On 
C.O.D.’s, you pay postman plus small fee. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE if not satisfied 
during 10-day i tion iod 
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GENUINE DIAMOND CO. 


09 Fifth Ave, Dept. 0-7, New York IZNY. 
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Pay No Money— 
Send No Money 


My values in made-to-measure 
suits are so sensational, thou- 
sands of men order when they 
a —— Imake 

easy for you to get your own 
suit to wear and MAKE 
MONEY IN FULL or SPARE 
TIME IN THIS EASY WAY! 


My Planis Amazing 


Just take a few orders at my low 
money - saving prices — that’s 
all! Get your own personal suit 
to wear and show—make money 
fast taking orders. No experi- 
ence needed. Sparetime pays big. 
You pay no money, now or any time. 


MAIL COUPON! 


Rush this a. today for full 
facts and BIG SAMPLE KIT 
containing more than 100 fine 
wool in all popular weights 
and shades. Be one of the 600 
top-notchers I need to wear, 
show, and take orders for my 
fe suits. ACT TODAY! 

Eg =i 5. Cc. FIELD & SON, INC. 
Dept. A-184, Harrison & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. 
: Jj. C. FIELD & SON, INC., Dept. A-1864 i 
' Harrison & Throop Sts, Chicago 7, Ill. i 
| Dear Sir: I WANT ASAMPLE SUIT TO WEAR 
| AND SHOW, without paying lc forit. Rush | 
i 












Valuable Suit Coupon and Sample Kit of actual | 
fabrics, ABSOLUTELY FREE. 





| Name 


; Address 





Amazing New Creme 


RE-COLORS HAIR 
IN 17 MINUTES 


If you want to c e streaked, 4 
gray, graying or hair to a 
new lustrous youthful-looking 
olor, try Tintz Creme Sham- 


poo-Tint today. It’s a new 
hair coloring that re-colors 
hair at home as it shampoos. 


Takes only 17 minutes. No 
waiting for results. It’s easy to 
ise—no messy mixing. Won't 
wash or rub out. MONEY BACK 

uarantee. Get your choice of color 
today: Jet Black, Black, and Dark 
Warm Brown. Won't harm perma- 





lents 


+ Deposit with post- 

SEND NO MONEY man on delivery $1.80 incl. tax 

and postage on MONEY BACK Guarantee of satisfac- 

tion. (Enclose $1.80 tax. incl. Tintz Rays e.) Mall 

order today to TINTZ COMPANY, DEPT. 723-T 

230 N. MICHIGAN AVE. CHICAGO 1, ILLINOIS 
in Canada: € Trinity Square, Terente, Ontarie 


Want A Gov't Job? 


START AS HIGH AS $3,450 YEAR 


MEN—WOMEN. Thousands of po- 
sitions open. Prepare NOW for 
next examinations. Write imme- 
diately for free 32-page book, with 

AS list of positions and 

»* particulars telling how 
to prepare. Grade 
school education neces- 
sary. Veterans get 
preference. 


_ FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 


(Not Government 
Controlled) 


Dept. C-5! 
Rochester 4, N. Y. 
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HE STORIES in Tan Conressions 

of how various famous husbands 
proposed to their wives have been very 
interesting. But, as for me, I’m differ- 
ent. My husband never proposed to me. 
I asked him first. That may sound very 
brazen, but that’s just the way I became 


_ the wife of one of the leading contenders 


for the world light-heavyweight boxing 


| championship. 


Some women are willing to sit back 


| and wait for the world to come knocking 


at their door. Sometimes that happens, 
but I didn’t take any chances with Bob, 
for you see, I’m very impatient and want 
things to happen right now so | can en- 
joy them while I’m young. 

Back in 1947, I had part interest in 
the Red Rooster, a tavern on Chicago’s 
South Side. One night a bunch of young 
prizefighters came in after a boxing pro- 
gram at the Chicago Stadium in which 
Bob Satterfield had knocked out Chuck 
Hunter of Ohio. I had seen the fight 
and was thrilled to the nape of my neck 
by the way the handsome young fellow 
with the rippling muscles of a bronzed 
Apollo handled his opponent. 1 had 
never seen him before but somewhere in 
the back of my head as | sat in my seat 
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BY MRS. BOB SATTERFIELD 


at the Stadium had lurked the thought: | 
“If I ever see him again—!” 

Now, here he was with a group of 
boxers right in my spider web! You 
should have seen me jump up and wail 
on him personally. Like most fighters, 
he doesn’t drink anything but lemonade. 
But he liked the way I fixed his soft 
drink and his buddies almost had to 
yank him off the stool to make him go 
home. After that, he started coming 
around regularly, taking me to dinner 
and to shows. 

He learned that I had won three 
beauty contests and placed second in two 
others. When he found out that I was 
“Miss Bronze Chicago of 1941,” “Miss 
Chicago Bee, 1941,” and “Miss SS 
Roosevelt” of the same year, he was real- 
ly knocked out, to listen to him tell it. 
Later, when he found I was second in 
the 1942 “Miss Chicago Defender” con- 
test and runnerup in the nationwide con 
petition for “Miss Bronze America,” at 
the Negro exhibition at the Chicago 
Coliseum, he said this proved that he 
had good judgment. 

He had me up to his apartment several 
times, and believe it or not, he fixed 
dinner consist- (Continued on Page 78) 
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tiny curls. Can be 
worn in back or in up- 


sweep. Easy 95 
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Glamorously 
styled wig to flat- 
ter your face. Fit- 
Rite foundation, 
Perma- Cool net. 
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400: PAGE BOY: 


Thick regular length, 12 = 

inches wide, invisible 50 24-K GOLD PLATE COSTUME 
weave. Always fash- JEWELRY IN LATEST 
ionable. 

401: Extra heavy.......... 3.75 PARIS: | OSC 
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550: HOWARD BOB (om a aco. wag 


A shoulder-length hair- Extra thick glossy roll 50 
piece of glamorous 93s of our finest human ] 







wavy curls securely hair. Simple to attach, 
held. 3 rows of invisible clean and comb. 
weave. 700: Single thickness...... 4.95 
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of| J 360: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS oo nouns cups PACE BOY 
Versatile lustrous curls, extra 
You heavy human hair: Nylon net. §j Two rows of thick curls. 765: CURL GLAMOUR BOB 
F ad _ size in —- 95 Can make into one thick Versatile style covers 
Nall} fwavy ............. roll or feather curls. the whole head. Only 95 
$30: , Sade size single 426: Extra heavy; life- Y4 lined. Comb and 
ers, NE 5 gos ots eae ae Be WIE oo c0vccs- ction redress. 
d 766: Extra long and 
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| to 411: PAGE BOY WITH CURLS 
EXTRA HEAVY, luxuri- 75 
| £0 ously thick, es extra 
. cluster of curls 
ng — REGULAR PAGE 
yner BOY (also with curls)... . ae Exotic rhinestone drop earrings for pierced 
Bits Cestas dhuas ancien of cimahaied pear] 
Sd, EES SS RES! $1.89° 
hree AJ-3: Antique earrings—simulated pearls and 
EE oe so cccnccwese bemaawe $1.29° 
two AJ-6: Stunning drop earrings with glittering 
= UN Penthe ds <00%ccteneoeaseesed $1.29° 
we 715: HOWARD CHIGNON *PRICE INCLUDES FED. TAX. 
_ Fine lustrous hair cov. af N GUARANTEED OR MONEY BACK 
S ers a plump woo! roll. 
5 Can be worn on top, 3 GR. | maned Fer 95 | HOWARD TRESSES, Dept. T-12 
. d fol) ear lens i 
real ~ Tt. ary a: sik or Ee | 317 West 125th Street, New York 27, N. Y. 
I] it. frames. I Please send me the following items as indicated, if not 
d in “ E tisfied I may return for cash refund. 
call i Style Quan. Description Price 
con 
.” at i | 5 Send C.0.D. I enclose $1.00 deposit. Tl pay postman 
cago} 9GR-S: Ideal for day or GR-8: Wrought gold- GR-14: Multi-colored balance plus postage. 
a6 evening. Black, brown, 98 trimmed top. Clear or 95 lace. Can't peel. Clear 95 , Oo! full 
it he] figreen and red pearl: tinted lens in black, or tinted lens. Pink or f 
Clear lens. brown or pink pearl. clear crystal. ' NAME 
ADDRESS 
veral GIVEN: A HANDSOME CASE WITH EACH PAIR OF | 
fixed| GLASSES— FREE REPLACEMENT OF BROKEN LENSES. t Chanel toate citeadieaienin 
OWa : O) Jot Black Off Black 
, 78) lress€$ 4 NEW YORK 27, N. Y. Dept... T-12 Dark Brown I enclose sample. 

















Heres the Crew... 





AMAZING TISSUE TEST PROVES IT! 


Professional models know the camera’s 
eagle eye sees every make-up flaw. 
That’s why they choose Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as their make-up 
base. It gives complexions that perfect 
Photo Finish Look! This greaseless 
cream actually checks oiliness and 
holds make-up on longer, fresher, makes 
skin look brighter, feel softer! For new, 
thrilling loveliness use Black and White 
Vanishing Cream and have that glam- 
orous Photo Finish Look ee . 


White Lipstick. g 
<t CB : 


inc. gage: 


stay- \) 
on’’ Black and & \ \\ sue to your 
Lneee ih face. Black 
$y U and White 
Vanishing 
Cream is oil-free. 

no oil comes off! It’sa 

perfect foundation. 


= ENCHANTING ; use areasy creams Ks) 

= FACE POWDER g Touche tie 

ag AND LIPSTICK Moree enema 

H 10 beautiful » turn it ugly, 

g shades of Black oily. Greaey creame 

m1 and White Face @ S@US% ckhea 

g Powder! Clings LOOK when you 

; a. use Black & White 
cately scente yg 

* Shaws yours ry Vanishing Cream 

& now. Use “ : \- Touch a tis- 
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Remove dirt, grime and 
make-up with Black and 
White Cleansing Cream. 35¢ 
Use Black and White Cold 
Cream to soften skin. 35¢. 


BLACK 4x WHITE 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 
Same price for fall length or bust ¢ 
form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 







a! ° etc., or enlargements of any 
of a group picture. Original is 
tarned with your enlargement. 


Send No Money 3 tor$]5° 


Just mail photo, soantve. = snap- * 
shot (any size) an ve your enlargemen' 
guaranteed ee | double- weight 
portrait quality paper. Pay postman 67c plus 
pos ge —or send 69c ‘with or Be pee we pay as 
age. Take advantage of this amazing offer. 


Prsteenionsl Act Staten, 5345S. Main, Dept. 51-W, i Princeton, lines 











TEEN 
TALK 






by Jane Walters 


S FEMININE as buttons and bows 

or lavender and nylon lace is the fa- 

miliar expression, “My dear, I haven’t a 
thing to wear!” 

Usually gals who wail the loudest 
about empty hangers in the clothes cor- 
ral, have more changes of scenery than 
Josephine Baker on a road tour of the 
USA. That eternal cry of bankruptcy in 
the apparel department is probably the 
only female trait that can not be blamed 
on Eve, leaves having been plentiful in 
the Garden. But you can bet your next 
month’s allowance that the complaint is 
a hand-me-down from the early ages and 
will go on as long as women are women 
and the wearing of fur, fabric and feath- 
ers is considered nice. 

Aside from scantily-clad ladies who 
leap out of burning buildings in the 
dead of night and newborn female chil- 
dren and the chorus line at Minsky’s, 
there is no such person as one who has 
nothing to wear. 

There are times no doubt when the 
old wardrobe may be a little slim around 
the ruffles and that Saturday night best 
is a bit threadbare, but any gal able to 
wield a hot needle and thread can keep 
the moths away from her clothes-closet 
door—and little Junie from busting out 
all over. A few soap chips and a dash 
of warm water can also do wonders to 
restore that Monday morning freshness 
to the latter part of the week. 

To tell the honest truth, chum, the 
average teenster in these here United 
States is particularly blessed with glad 
rags. Figures show that $119 each year 
is spent on her pretty back, and if any- 
body hasn’t enough to cover their naked- 
ness, you can be sure that it is dear 
mamma and poor papa. 

A new frock is a big occasion in the 
life of any lass, and the lack of one for 
that certain occasion can create a family 
crisis. Let us face it. Clothes are im- 
portant to all women, age be hanged. 
There is nothing mentally or organically 


wrong with a girl who wants to dress up 
and look pretty. Nothing can skyrocket 
the female spirit like a new bib and 
tucker or a dashing bit of millinery. 

Like most things, quality is more im- 
portant, dresswise, than quantity. A few 
clean frocks, well-pressed and well-made, 
beat a rack full of cheap little numbers 
in various stages of deterioration. A 
couple of plain, basic dresses, enhanced 
by contrasting accessories can give the 
illusion of many new ensembles. 

The first step in having something to 
wear is to buy right. If you will only 
admit it, the banker’s daughter is the 
least spectacularly dressed Jill in school. 
Lower that pretty nose of yours a notch 
and you will note the good lines, fine 
quality of material and superior crafts- 
manship that make Miss B. D’s drapery 
as good looking now as it was this time 
last year. 

Now place your peepers on Sadie, the 
fine-feathered friend you so much ad- 
mire. She looks a little gilded, a bit 
cheap and gaudy. Sadie looks more like 
a burlesque girl than a sophomore who 
couldn’t pass her chemistry test. 

If you buy right, you will dress right. 
Each purchase will be well-thought out, 
planned. You will avoid fads and ex- 
aggerated styles that pass in the night. 
You will choose a blue dress because it 
brings out the reddish tints in your love- 
ly brown skin. You will select the round, 
girlish neckline, the full cut skirt and the 
fitted bodice to suit your particular fa- 
cial contours and your figure. The dress 
will look as though it was made especial- 
ly for you, not “mammy made.” When 
it begins to wear out, you will give it up 
reluctantly. You won’t ever refer to it 

s, “that old thing” or the one you “have 
always hated.” 

Now that you have your duds, do you 
know how to wear them? All the fine 
lines and good fabrics in the world will 
look dowdy unless you develop good 
posture, car- (Continued on Page 78) 
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By Jim Goodrich 


LLA FITZGERALD, versatile and 
velvety-voiced chanteuse of long 
jazz fame, has done more things well on 
recordings than any other popular artist. 
Waxed for Decca in 
every possible setting from baflads. to 
blues, novelty to bop, the ex-Chick Webb 
band vocalist still has managed to main- 


past or present. 


tain a consistent high in performance. 
She has scored big hits with practically 
every kind of tune. Her Lady Be Good 
and How High The Moon, best sellers of 
yesteryear, were riffers replete with the 
uncanny brand of Fitzgerald scat-sing- 
ing. Stairway to the Stars was a sen- 
suous ballad smoothly done by Ella to 
the great delight of fans a decade ago. 
One of the most popular of recent Fitz- 
gerald sides is a novelty, Come On-A 
My House, that shows off Ella scooting 
through an inane melody with an ease 
that is peerless in sound and taste. 

Ella scores handsomely with her many 
different styles on wax perhaps because 
she rates as one of the truly great jazz 
Gifted with vocals 
that are naturally relaxed in pretty tones, 


voices of all times. 


she can effectively handle some tricks 
with her voice that no other vocalist. 
male or female, will dare even try. She 
was the first major singer to swing a 
nursery rhyme, her effort being the re- 
cording of A-Tisket A-Tasket with the 
late Chick Webb band back in the late 
1930's. 


item. 


The side is now a collector's 


Ella has been (Continued on Page 57) 
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When leaving, what to do about the chaperone lineup ? 


[_] Run for the farthest exit 


Do you dodge the snoopervisors? Would 
you weasel an exit via fire escape, rather 
than stop for a word at the door? Be cour- 
teous. Chaperones are frequently people! 
Take time out to thank them for their help. 
You needn’t cringe from watchful eyes . .. 





Will you see the New Year 
in with — 


|_] Pink elephants 
‘| Pink lemonade 


|_|] Rose-colored glasses 

Don’t be the acquaintance who’ll be forgot 
next year. Whoop-dee-doo won’t hike a gal’s 
rating. Better a rosy dating future rather 
than a cold grey dawn. Take extra care to 
spurn crash-happy drivers. And at certain 
times guard against problem-day “‘accidents,” 
too. Get the extra protection of Kotex and 
that special safety center. Plus heavenly soft- 
ness that holds its shape because Kotex is 
made to stay soft while you wear it! 


(_] Mumble hi and g’bye 


[_] Toke time out 


even at calendar time. With Kotex, there 
are flat, pressed ends that prevent telltale 
outlines. Moreover, your new Kotex Belt 
gives you added confidence, comfort. Made 
with soft-stretch elastic . .. non-twisting .. . 
non-curling. Washable; dries in a wink! 





Which outfit inspires 
a gift idea? 
[_] The tartan skirt 


(_] The grey flannel dress 
[_] The chinchilla coot 


Maybe you already know — these three outfits 
are fashion “‘firsts.”’ If your best study-buddy 
owns a tartan skirt, knit her some Argyle sox 
to match the colors. A nifty giftie for 
Christmas. Different girls have different 
tastes in togs. Their sanitary protection 
needs, too, are not alike. So . . . Kotex 
comes in 3 absorbencies. (Different sizes, for 
different days.) Try all 3 to discover which 
is “definitely for you.” 


More women choose KOTEX’ 
than all other sanitary napkins 


3 ABSORBENCIES: REGULAR, JUNIOR, SUPER 











— From petate chip can to 
lovely wastebasket for a few cents 


You can do it, too—with paint 
plus gay Decals and Borders 









NeW decorator’s magic for your home 

-with bright, washable Decals and Decal 
Borders. Matching designs transform old 
things into new—make drab walls, doors, 
furniture or accessories sparkle with color 
and charm. Just dip in water to apply. So 
easy to do—so inexpensive; and remov- 
too! See Meyercord Decals and 


able, 


Borders today! Dozens of new designs 
at stores everywhere — from 10c to 79c. 


Leek fer Meyercord's new Fabri-cal 
iron-on designs fer fabric decoration! 








2 
Anyone can enter! Anyone can win! Just 
finish this sentence in 25 words or less: 

I like Meyercord Decals and Borders 
because ... ’’ First Prize: $500.00 Defense 
Bond; plus 50 prizes of famous Meyer- 
cord Home Decoration Kits,$10.00value. 
Each entry must becccompeniod byes omeey 
package from Meyercord Deca 


Fabri-cals; or a reasonable ames = iiss 
 ectnaat Red d originality. Decision of J 


will be final. In case of a tie duplicate prizes will 

H be awarded. All entries become the peopery 
of The Meyercord Co. Enter as many times 

you want. Contest ends midnite, Jan. 15,1952. 
dane 
Address 
City Stete 

Send entries to: MEYERCORD, Chicago, lil. Box 7518 
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STARS AND NUMBERS 


HIS IS ONE month of the year when 

there is special emphasis on romance, 
affairs cf the heart, love and domestic 
happiness. It is an especially good time 
for conveying to others sentiments and 
admiration. It is a time when a good 
impression can be easily created and de- 
veloped into permanency by those whose 
romantic inclinations are flush with in- 
terest and expectancy. To be a winner, 
to-be successful, one must be timely. One 
must also be in good form. The posi- 
tions of the planets are nature’s true 
guides for making selections and pur- 
chases, also for sending or presenting 
gifts, for parties, social gatherings and 
celebrations. The first week in Decem- 
ber rates well for making your selections 
of purchases whether outright or to be 
reserved. Should it be necessary to at- 
tempt to learn from another what would 
be most pleasing in the form of a gift. 
the second day of the month is fortu- 
nately inclined. This is also a good day 
to use to make up one’s mind in refer- 
ence to gifts or party arrangements. This 
second day of December holds forth 
good promises for new romantic attach- 
ments and should be kept in mind by 
those who are in the path of romance 
as signifying that “lady luck” and “good 
fortune” are hovering overhead. Now 
in case some of our readers belong to 
the modest and shy class of people we 
can offer them some encouragement be- 
cause Mars, the planet of decision, 
brings his courage and action into the 
social and marriage sign Libra this 
month. This can be an indication that 
the time is at hand for the bashful young 
man or gentleman of more mature years 
to give utterance to the promptings of 
his heart, and for the modest member of 
the gentle sex to become encouraging. 
What once appeared to be a difficult situ- 
ation can be conducted with grace and 
confidence. The planet Mercury of 
mind, speech and correspondence is in 
an undecisive mood from the 7th to 
27th, thus it is suggested that the days 
before December 7th and those that fol- 


low the 27th can be used to good advan- 
tage in attempting to conclude any form 
of important decision such as a proposal 
of marriage. 

Love and affection show more to ad- 
vantage during the first seven days. 
Then, on to the end of the month, there 
is much stimulation to romance where 
desire and passion hold sway. It is sug- 
gested that those in the marriage state 
revive and give expression to their ro- 
mantic selves this month. The 13th and 
14th, when the moon is full, denote the 
high tide for romance. The choice of 
marriage dates (when other dates men- 
tioned above cannot be observed) are 
the 2nd, 12th, 23rd and 30th. 

During the first week in Decemher, 
Venus, the planet of love and marriage 
is well disposed for birthdays under 
Gemini, Leo, Libra, Sagittarius, Aquari- 
us and Aries. The romance ray of Venus 
lines up with birthdays under Scorpio, 
Capricorn, Pisces, Taurus, Cancer and 
Virgo, the second and fourth weeks of 
December. Those who elevate their heart 
interests up to the idealistic planes 
should encounter encouragement during 
the first two weeks. The following num- 
ber combinations are associated with 
good “luck” in December: 3, 6, and 9: 
4, 6, and 8; 2, 4, and 5: 3, 6, 9 or lead 
numbers. 

My December offering of selected days 
favoring the conduct of matters that are 
considered more advantageous to use for 
those born under the 12 signs of the 
Zodiac are as follows: 

Aries: 2, 6, 7, UL, 12, 17, 20, 24, 26. 
1, 4, 7, 9, 14, 18, 20, 23, 25. 
Gemini: 2, 4, 6 9. 30, Ti, T7, 16; 2% 
Cancer: 4, 6, 9, 14, 15, 18, 19, 24, 25. 
Leo: 2, 6, 7, 10, 16. 17, 21, 22, 25. 
Virgo: 1, 4, 9, 11, 16, 18, 19, 24. 
Libra: 3, 4, 7, 9, 12. 16, 21, 22, 30. 
Scorpio: 6, 7, 3, 14. 17, 20, 23, 24, 28. 
Sagittarius: 2, 6, 11, 16, 20, 21, 30. 
Capricorn: 1, 3, 5, 9, 12, 18, 26, 28. 


Taurus: 


Aquarius: 1, 2, 3, 5, 6. 10, 11, 14, 18, 


21. 
Pisces: 1, 3, 9, 14, 18, 21, 23, 24, 28. 
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1 slid my arms around his neck, 


and, 
then, 





jor a long. 


Jor sure, 


pressed my lips on his 


thrilling moment we kissed. | kneu 


that my heart had found its haven. 





aul’s sister hated him for pointing out the mail order route to love but Sidney proved 


[E SOUND of Sidney’s keys in the 
ont door lock set off that warm feel- 
which always curled around my 
about six o'clock every evening 
he came home from work. 
rushed out into the hall, straight into 
rms and kissed him happily. 
)h, darling,” I exulted. “Paul’s come 
us. He’s coming tomorrow.” 
well,” 


smile breaking over his face. “I’m 


my husband commented, his 


id, Hon. Always glad to see Paul.” 
he added softly: “After all, he’s 


the guy responsible for our happiness.” 
“You're right, hon,” I agreed. 
“Just think,” Sidney kidded me ten- 

derly, “There was a time when you hated 

Paul—your own brother.” 
We walked, arm in arm, 


ing room. Sidney slumped into his fa- 


into the liv- 


vorite armchair. 

“Tired, darling,” 
cally. 

“Eyes burning me like a small forest 
fire,” he admitted. ““What say I get about 
an hour of nod before chow?” 

“Fine, Sidney,” I agreed. 


I asked sympatheti- 


He rose lazily, kissed my cheek lightly 
and went upstairs to the bedroom. My 
poor, tired darling, I thought as | 
watched him go. I was pretty knocked 
out myself. Ever since early this morn- 
ing when Paul had called from Martins- 
burg, West Virginia, to say that his job 
would be bringing him out our way and 
that he’d have a few days to spend with 
us, | had been giving the house a real 
full-dress shampooing, dusting, polish- 
ing, vacuuming. I wanted everything to 


be spic and span for my beloved brother. 





a7 
‘ aa 
Ad xs 
es ‘al ed 
— | 
Blemishes* and chapping bothered Joyce Munroe be- 
fore she started to use Noxzema’s 4-step beauty routine. “Now,” 
she says, “I use Noxzema night and morning. It helps keep my 
complexion smoother and clearer.” 
id ~~ 







A “ 


to be a special prize package. 


A tiny stab of pain pricked me as I 
thought of Sidney’s innocent reminder 
that there had been a time when I hadn’t 
regarded Paul with love; when, in fact, 
I had believed I hated him intensely and 
all because | was blind to the fact that 
he was only trying to help me. 
Helping his only kid sister had been a 
passion with Paul ever since we found 
ourselves a couple of teen-age orphans 
after mother and dad were killed in a 
train wreck. In Washington, where we 
lived with a widowed aunt, Paul had 
worked days (Continued on Page 66) 








New Beauty Routine Quickly 
Helps Skin Look Softer, 
Smoother, Lovelier! 


No need for a lot of elaborate preparations 

. no complicated rituals! With just one 
dainty, snow-white cream—greaseless, medi- 
cated Noxzema—you can help your problem 
skin look softer, smoother and lovelier! 

The way to use it is as easy as washing 
your face. It's the Noxzema Home Facial de- 
scribed at the right. Developed by a doctor, 
in clinical tests it helped 4 out of 5 women, 
with problem skin, to look lovelier! 


See how it can help you! 
With this doctor's Facial, you “creamwash” 
your skin to glowing cleanliness— without 
any dry, drawn feeling afterwards. You give 
your skin the all-day protection of a grease- 
less, natural-looking powder base . . . the 
all-night aid of a medicated cream that helps 
heal blemishes*, helps your skin look softer 
and smoother. 

Your Money Back! If this Home Facial 
doesn’t help skin look lovelier in 10 days, re- 
turn your jar to Noxzema, Baltimore, Md.— 


your money back. *externally-caused 


Save this! Follow Noxzema’s 
Home Facial as an aid to a 
lovelier-looking complexion! 


zema. With a damp cloth, 
WZ) “creamwash” as you 
would with soap and 

water. No dry, drawn feeling after. 
wards! Now, smooth on a light film 
of greaseless Noxzema for a protec- 


aa tive powder base. 
: Y, = Evening — “Creamwash” 


/ " Morning— Apply Nox- 
fi 


again. How clean your 
re looks! How fresh it 
eels! See how you’ve 
ae away make-up — chem 
harsh rubbing! Now, lightly mas. 
sage “ee? Noxzema to help soften 
smooth. Pat extr i “ 
sohune Gant a over blemishes* 


Special Gtfer! 
NOXZEMA:... 
BIG 85+ Jar 
cnty 5Qe 7 


Limited Time Only. 
At any drug or cosmetic counter. 



















WITH NEW 








UADiNOLA 





Don’t deprive your skin of this won- 
derful new aid to beauty for another 
day! Give it the help of Nadinola’s 
swift bleaching and clearing action 
now! This new Nadinola De Luxe 
cream is non-oily —there’s no messy 
rubbing off on clothing or pillow! 
Use Nadinola De Luxe at night with 
delight—and in daytime as a per- 
fect foundation cream. 
See day-by-day progress! 

Let your mirror show you how fast 
Nadinola De Luxe lightens and 


brightens your skin—counteracts 
oily shine— helps loosen and remove 


STUNNING PROOF OF 
LOVELIER SKIN 


RESULTS GUARANTEED FROM JUST ONE JAR! 
USE NADINOLA DAY OR NIGHT 
WITH SUPREME DELIGHT! 





















blackheads and leaves your skin 
feeling softer, smoother. See how 
soon your complexion looks light- 
er, clearer, younger! 


Money-Back Guarantee! 
Get Nadinola De Luxe Greaseless 
Bleach Cream now—special 69¢, at 
your drug store or toilet counter, on 
money back guarantee. Nadinola, 
Paris, Tennessee. 
The original, genuine, ever 
famous Nadinola Bleaching 
Cream for those who prefer 
the extra richness of fine oils 
in their skin cream—special 
57¢ and 89¢ sizes. 
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Public Speaking 


To be able to Be to agents effectively in public 

offers unusual opportunities for greater 

popularity, — advancement, pro- 
and ni Learn theory 


and famtamentais at pome | in your spare 
time. Then uire actual e ince and 
actice md for valuable "FREE 

: ket, “ Powerof EffectiveSpeech,” 
6 describing interesting, practical, self- 
training method. " 9 obligation. io { 
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By Helen Sides 


ECEMBER AND CHRISTMAS 
bring gifts to mind. But unfor- 
tunately, we have a rather limited idea 
when the word “gift” is mentioned. We 
are likely to forget that there are such 
things as spiritual gifts, innate, not ac- 
quired. All of us have such precious 
talents. They are God-given and God 
expects us to put them to use. They may 
not always be such abilities as singing, 
dancing, acting or playing a musical in- 
strument. 
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“There are diversities of gifts,” said 
St. Paul. To one is given by the Spirit 
the word of wisdom, to another the word 
of knowledge, to another faith, etc. (1st 
Cor. 12:7-10.) There is much to be 
done, so many disturbed minds to be 
comforted. There are those who feel 
down and out and need to be lifted up; 
those who need encouragement on how 
to accept responsibilities and meet chal- 
We have the gifts to help people 
(Continued on Page 71) 


lenges. 
such as this. 
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DEARLY 
BELOVED 


A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 


Conducted By Frances Abegail Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I am Army 

Cpl. George B. Dixon, serving with 
the United Nations forces in Korea. | 
am in love with a very sweet young lady 
who I am sure cares for me. In our let- 
ters she discusses her plans for our fu- 
ture. Should I let her continue doing 
this when I am not certain that | will 
ever return alive, or should I give up the 
only girl I love? 

George B. Dixon 

Dear George: Since men first learned 
to swing a club, there have been wars—- 
serious ones at the time—from which 
many brave men never returned. But 
fortunately for the world, there re- 
mained men and women who held tightly 
to the hope that tomorrow would be bet- 
ter. Because of their faith, life has gone 
on and civilization of a slightly higher 
form has been achieved. Do not give up 
your dreams so easily. I am certain 
your sweetheart realizes that there is a 
chance her plans may never materialize, 
but she has the courage to plan. Don’t 
be afraid of life, George, because you 
must dare death each day. People have 
been killed crossing a street in Peoria. 

* * = 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: | am 17 years old 
and in high school. Recently, | met a 
fellow of whom I am terribly fond. He 
seems to like me very much, is quite 
anxious for me to meet his mother, re- 
spects me and is considerate. But I don’t 
know whether I should continue my 
friendship with him because he is defi- 
nitely against marriage. He is asking a 
great deal more of me than I am willing 
to give without marriage. 

He is everything I would want in a 
husband. He is in his early twenties and 
is a lovely person to be with. Should | 
forget him before it is too late? 

Ruby L. 

Dear Ruby: You are much too young 
to be tying your heart in knots about a 
young man who is “definitely against 
In fact, you should always 
Although there 


marriage.” 
be too young for that. 


aren't as many men in this country as 
there used to be, there are still enough 
to keep a neat, pleasant, fairly intelligent 
girl occupied for a long, long time. Most 
men are deathly afraid of saying “I do,” 
especially when they are in their early 
twenties. Just wait. Date other nice 
fellows even if they don’t interest you 
much at first. Before long you'll find one 
who thinks you’re worth giving up his 
“freedom.” 
* 8 # 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 21 years old 
and have been married four years. My 
husband is 31. We have a three-year-old 
son. During our marriage, my husband 
has been unfair to me. He is gone all 
the time, stays out late as he pleases and 
never wants me to be with him. 

He’s not very much of a father to the 
baby and at times he throws it in my 
face that I don’t love the kid. The baby 
is crazy about his father, and that is one 
reason | hate to leave, but I have to do 
something. He never gives us any money 
and when | speak to him about things, 
he gets worse. I am a long way from 
my mother and father, so I can’t get 
home when I want to. If you under- 
stand what | am trying to say, please tell 
me something because I can’t go on like 
this. 

B. R. 

Dear B. R.: Just because you're sea- 
sick, don’t dive overboard at this point. 
Something may still be made of your 
marriage, but it will take some effort. 
Try to find out without being too ob- 
vious about it why your husband be- 
haves as he does. He may be emotion- 
ally insecure or weak-willed—and it may 
be that you are failing him as a wife. 

No man who was perfectly happy at 
home ever strayed too far, or at least, 
not for long. If he is weak and insecure, 
you must bolster his ego. Search (it 
may be hard, but search anyway) for 
things to compliment him on. He will 
eat it up and (Continued on Page 81) 


“Our doctor said it was Psoriasis. 
It would itch and burn something 
awful. My grandmother recom- 
mended Black and White Ointment. 
After only a few hours the misery 
was relieved. In a week the scales 
loosened and my skin looked much 
better. I can’t praise Black and 
White Ointment too much.” 
Miss L. Frances Ford, 137 George St., 
Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 


OVER 5! MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 
If you suffer itchy, misery of black- 
heads, acne, eczema, simple ring- 
worm, tetter, don’t wait—get and 
use Black and 

White Ointment 

today. 25c, 60c, 

85c. Also use 

Black and White 

Skin Soap daily. 


BLACK 48> WHITE 
OINTMENT 


NEW GUN LIGHTER 
LOOKS REAL-TRIGGER ACTION 
ie 


@ Precision Made Like Real Gun 
®@ Hard Rubber Handle 

@ Polished Chrome Finish 

@ Perfect Pocket Size (3” x 2'/2") 


Previously sold for up to $10.00 


Here it isl The automatic cigarette lighter that's 
sweeping the country. Made exactly like real 
gun ... it's sure to fool your friends. When you 
take it out they will gasp .. . pull the trigger 
and you've got a sure light every time. Order 
yours today! $1.29 prepaid—we pay postage. 
C. O. D. you pay postage plus C. O. D. charge. 
Either way if not completely sotisfied, return 
within 5 days for full refund. 1¢.2 

RUBIN’S, 1314 Milwaukee Ave., Chicage 22, Ill. 














The World's Most Beautiful Sun-Tan Dolls... 
EXCLUSIVELY HOWARD'S 


DS-21: CURLILOCKS. Adorable 15" sun-tan 
doll—complete with Saran hair and her own 
HOME WAVE KIT (except DE-10 & DE-12). 
Squeeze her washable latex arms and legs— 
she cries! See her open and close her large 
life-like eyes. Comb, clean and reset her soft 
Saran hair with her own complete Wave Kit. 
She’s exquisitely dressed in her 
lace trimmed ninon bonnet and 
dress, organdy slip, rubber pant- 
ies, shoes .and socks. 


DS-22: meg og with Saran Hair 
and Wave Kit) 18”’ tall $8.95 
DE-10: hp pal Saran Hair or 
Wave Kit) 15” $4. 
DE-12: (Without. Saran Hair or 
Wave Kit) 17” tall $5 
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Never before have you seen such a magnificent collection 
f the world’s most beautiful, most glamorous, most ex- 
iisitely dressed SUN-TAN dolls. Never before have you 
een able to buy these amazingly beautiful dolls any- 

where because they are ORIGINAL creations—obtainable 

only at HOWARD‘’S. Only HOWARD gives you such 
superb quality at such low, low prices! 

These unusual dolls are the special kind (like a real baby) 
ut every little girl dreams of owning. They are the most 

LIFE-LIKE Sun-Tan dolls ever made — magnificently 

iressed in expensive ninon dresses, matching bonnets, 
ips, shoes and socks—and panties. They have open rose- 
id mouths, teeth and tongue (except DE-11, DS-21) spark- 
ng eyes that open and close. They can sit, cry and sleep. 

Make your little girl's dream come true! Give her a Xmas 

gift she'll never forget! ORDER NOW! 


@ NATURAL-FEELING 

@ NATURAL-LOOKING 

@ WASHABLE, MOVABLE ARMS AND LEGS 
@ EXQUISITELY DRESSED 

@ EXCITING XMAS GIFT 


as 


DV-20: CANDY SWEET. Here is the 
1 of your dreams—18”’ tall and 
rific! So soft and cuddly when you DV-20 
her almost human-like skin—so 

sy to wash her latex arms and 18” Tall 

gs—and so adorable to hear her ed 

iby voice! Watch her big eyes ae 

lose when she sleeps! She's so cute 95 


\ > 


DE-19: SUZY. Big, beautiful 27"’ doll! She cries 
for you—in her sweet baby voice. She looks 
at you—eyes wide open—they close too when 
she sleeps! Hug her soft body—wash her 
latex arms and legs! Show her off — all 
dressed up in her fancy ninon dress with 
mctching bonnet, slip, shoes and sox. 


DE-18: BIG BONNIE. Sensa- 
tional 24” human-looking doll 
will steal every girl's heart 
away. Hug her soft body— 
wash her latex arms and 
legs. See how naturally she 
closes her enormous eyes 
when she sleeps. Hear her 
sweet baby voice when she 
cries. Take her for a visit all 
dressed up in a fancy em- 
bioidered trimmed ninon 
dress with matching bonnet. 
She even wears an organdy 
slip, panties, shoes and socks! 


her gorgeous ninon dress — her 
1tching bow-tied bonnet. Wash 
m—her slips and socks, too... 
irse, not her shoes! * 


DE-11 
15° Tall 


DE-11: CUDDLES. No DE-17 
other doll can take the 

place of this beautiful 20” Tall 

; 15” babydoll. Twink- 

i” ling eyes open and 

5 ; } close. Hear her sweet 

, baby voice when she 

: cries. Hug her soft body 

t ; : — move her washable 


only 


latex arms and legs. 
Show off her stunning 
ninon dress and bonnet 
—her starched organdy 
slip—her shoes and sox. 
Comb her human-like 
hair that frames her 


DE-17: RUBY. Loveable, hugabie 20’ doll—all 
dressed up in an exquisite embroidery trim- 
med ninon dress and matching bonnet. Cud- 
dle her cute, round body — wash her latex 
arms and legs. See how naturally her big 
eyes close when she sleeps. Listen to that life- 
like baby voice. Her outtfit’s complete with a 


starched organdy slip, bow-tied shoes and 
socks. 
SE BB BB aS eee eee eee 
5 HOWARD TRESSES, Dept. T- 
§ 317 West 125th Street, New York 27, N. Y¥ 
Please send me the 9 items as indi 
satisfied I may return for cash refund. 


Description | Price 


sun-tanned face. 
DE-14: 17” tall... .$5.95 
DE-15: 18” tall... .$6.95 


AJ-11: Simulated pearl neck- 

$1.95° 
— Exotic simulated pear! 

‘op edrrings $1.29" ND 10¢ F — 

ring Dangling earrings of s Quen. 
simulated pearl $1.29° _ 
AJ-7: 24-K gold plate neck- 
lace with rhinestones. .$2.85° 
AJ-8: Simulated pear! neck- 
lace—Order from one to five 
strands. ..each.sirand $1.25* 
* PRICES INCL FED. TAX 


TEN DAY FREE TRIAL— 
WEAR AT OUR RISK 


4, if not 


























(2 Send C.O.D. 1 enclose $1.00 deposit. I'll pay postman 
balance plus postage. 
ms (Cl L enelose full amount $... 


317 WEST 125ch STREET, Borns crry 


NEW YORK 27, N. Y. — 
Dept... SATISFACTION ‘GUARANTEED OR MONEY BACK 
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“What am I, Susan, a stand-in?” 
a guy vou keep dangling on a strin 
in case you've got nothing 
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While Susan nursed her patient, handsome band leader Kelly Brown, back 
to health, her romance with Tim turned sour and had a violent relapse 


ON’T ASK me why, but it is a fact that no matter 

whether she is married or single, plain or glamorous, 
young or forty-ish, a nurse is besieged by more proposals 
of marriage than a wealthy widow. A male patient invari- 
ably falls in love with the woman who nurses him through 
usually becomes “the 


an illness. The “angel of mercy” 





It would take a psychiatrist to explain 


girl of his dreams.” 
it, but it is not always just because the patient is delirious 
or too weak to know what he’s saying. 


In time, the nurse develops her own technique to handle 
the more insistent crushes, either laughing off the pa- 
tient’s declarations of undying love, going along good- 


turedly, or indignantly reminding him 
1t since she is the only thing in skirts 
has seen while confined, his attentions 
no great tribute to her charm or 
rsonality. 
\ll this went through my mind as Tim 
nmed out of my apartment; this and 
code of the profession that places 
y above all else. I sighed and slipped 
ny engagment ring, not out of anger 
lim because we’d just had another 
I expected him back, penitent and 
iding, after he cooled off. I took off 
ring because I was about to leave 
1 new case as quickly as I could get 
Rings are a nuisance to a nurse 
duty and I always tried to be as efhi- 
it as possible. In addition, a ring 
ght give a patient an opening to ask 
stions, to intrude on one’s privacy. 
was in no mood for this. I had a job 
o and | intended to do it as well and 
impersonally as I could. 
couldn’t summon much enthusiasm 
the new case because it had inter- 
ted my date with Tim and touched 
the quarrel between us. We hadn’t 
any time together for nearly a 
th now; it was one of those periods 
nothing goes right. When I was 
luty, Tim was away; when he was in 
wn, | was stuck at the hospital or on a 
vate case. This time, Tim blew up, 
re he wasn’t going to take any more. 
What am I, Susan, a stand-in?” he’d 
anded angrily. “Just a guy you keep 
sling on a string—someone to take 
out in case you’ve got nothing better 
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Jon’t say such things, darling!” I 


ided. “I don’t like it either, but I 
t let Dr. Harper down. He’s count- 
m me.” I glanced at my watch. 
ght this minute he’s operating on the 
nt, and he’s counting on me to be 
he patient’s room the minute he’s 
‘led in from surgery.” 
hung up the phone and put my arms 
d his neck, but he held himself 
inbending. “All these weeks I’ve 
waiting for a chance to have you 
elf, and your Dr. Harper squeezes 
ut!” he complained. He raised his 
ows questioningly as he looked 
at me. “Maybe you kind of go for 
zave his cheek a playful slap. “How 
Why he’s at least 40 years 
than |,” I exclaimed. 
s happened before,” Tim said. 
tood on tip-toe and my lips landed 


alk! 


on the curve of his chin. I pressed 
against him and felt him relax a little. 
A smile eased the rigid line of his mouth 
and he bent his head and kissed me hard. 
Don’t worry, darling, my answering 
kisses told him. I'll be thinking of you 
every minute we're apart. Minutes later, 
Tim reluctantly released me and my 
heart sang with joy at the thought that 
a quarrel had been averted. 

I tossed a quick glance at him, then 
concentrated on my close-cropped finger- 
nails. “Of course—there is a solution,” 
I said hesitantly. “We could go ahead 
and get married now—” 

It wasn’t what I wanted right away. 
I’d been poor, and this was my first 
chance to earn money, get some of the 
nice things I’d always craved. In addi- 
tion, after spending three years learning 
a profession, it wasn’t easy to toss it all 
overboard so soon. | was 22 and figured 
I had several years of nursing ahead of 
me. Besides, I liked what I was doing. 

Tim hedged, just as he always did 
when the subject was mentioned. “You 
know I want to get a car first, Susan,” 
he explained irritably. He picked up his 
hat to go. “By the way, who’s your new 
patient ?” 

I caught my breath. Should | tell 
him? I recalled the fuss Tim had raised 
when I’d nursed Ed Garber, the radio 
commentator, through a siege of pneu- 
monia, and his wild accusations when I 
accompanied Barry Owens, the popular 
singer, to a resort following his delicate 
throat operation. Each time, Tim had 
sworn I was personally interested in my 
patients and gone into a jealous rage. 
Yet, if I couldn’t be truthful with him 
now, what would our marriage life be 
like? 

“Tt’s—it’s Kelly Brown,” I murmured. 

“Great!” Tim exploded. “This time 
it’s the famous Mr. Brown. I guess he'll 
have his orchestra playing soft music 
in the background while you hold his 
hand and rub his back! Barry Owens, 
Ed Garber, and now Kelly Brown—I 
don’t stand a chance with that kind of 
competition. Baby, I’m just wasting 
time, and I’m a sucker for not realizing 
it sooner. Goodbye!” 

Then he’d stormed out, leaving me 
miserable and unhappy, even though | 
half expected to see the tall, broad-shoul- 
dered figure rush back through the door, 
to have him take me into his arms and 
say he was sorry. Tim was an affection- 
ate person, always giving me big, bear- 


like hugs, covering me with ardent 
kisses. If only he’d lose that dreadful 
streak of suspicion and jealousy, | 
thought ruefully as I changed into my 
white uniform. 

We had gone together since high 
school days. During my training, three 
long years of it, I saw very little of Tim. 
During that time, he’d changed a lot; 
he’d grown cynical and was hard to get 
along with. However, he insisted he’d 
be different, once we were married. | 
tried to believe him, and we had been 
getting along fine until recently. Then, 
Dr. Harper had begun requesting me on 
special cases. I couldn’t make Tim un- 
derstand that my job was the same as his 
—when I was on duty, I had to give 
what was required and hours, personal 
matters and nothing else made any dif- 
ference. 





“Look, I've been around, baby,” he said, 
his hand raised in a threat to strike me. 
“That isn’t dime store jewelry, and a guy 


hand out stuff like that 
nothing!” 


doesn’t 


WENTY MINUTES after the scene 

with Tim, I was at the hospital, check- 
ing the patient’s chart. Kelly Brown was 
avery sick man. He had postponed med- 
ical attention almost too long and by the 
time Dr. Harper, a specialist, had been 
called into the case, complications had 
set in. It meant that nursing was going 
to be hard those first critical hours after 
surgery; it meant plasma, intravenous 
solutions of food, antibiotics, and con- 
stant watching. 

The first few days Kelly Brown was 
hardly anything human and barely 
alive. His words were weak whispers for 
water or something to kill the pain, bear- 
ing no resemblance to the deep, roman- 
tic voice I remembered on his phono- 
graph records. It seemed a pity to see 
anyone so vital, so full of life, so able to 


for 


infect others with the joy of living, him- 
self skidding so dangerously close to 
death. There were times when I hated 
to go off duty because I was afraid some- 
thing might be overlooked. When they’d 
wheeled him in from the operating room, 
Dr. Harper said very grimly, “Susan, 
he’s a mighty sick man. If we can pull 
him through the next critical hours, he’ll 
make it. Let me know if there’s any 
change, no matter what time of day or 
night.” 

When you work that way, as a team, 
on a case, it becomes more than just a 
job to you. It’s a challenge, a battle. 
Your professional pride is at stake and 
you give all you’ve got to win. And 
Kelly Brown, sensitively attuned as he 
was, must have sensed this. Later, when 
he was stronger, I saw his eyes watching 
my every move, grateful and apparently 


trying to convey a message of thanks. 

Soon he had regained enough of his 
strength to talk. One of the first things 
he mentioned was the care I had given 
him. I was adjusting a dressing one day, 
when he looked up with half-closed eyes, 
and said, “You’ve been awfully good to 
me. You saved my life.” 

Tears stung my eyes. 
job,” I said. 

He shook his head. “That’s just it. I 
got the feeling it was more than that to 
you.” 

“My part was all in a day’s work. Dr. 
Harper is a wonderful surgeon.” 

“No, Susan, it was more than surgery. 
Even Dr. Harper can’t work miracles,” 
he said earnestly. “You practically 
dragged me through when I was too sick 
and too weak to care.” 

I knew what (Continued on Page 62) 
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“That’s my 





MADNESS 
IN MARTINIQ 


Someone had to find heartbreak when the 


lartinique moon and potent rum created 


a strange situation between lovely Michele and Pete 


ho had promised Bernice he would marry her 


)NSIDERING that I had a fiancee 
aiting for me back in the States, 
arriage to Michele was a bone- 
nove to say the least. Especially 
I'd known her for only a couple 

ays before we walked into the of- 
f a local justice of the peace and 

rged man and wife. Of course, | 
blame everything on the magic 
they Mar- 
ue, the lush tropical nights, and the 

t rum, but even those things can’t 

se the horrible mess I have made of 

ife. I alone am responsible for the 


have down there in 


turn of events that so nearly de- 
ed the one thing I wanted most in 


icationing in the West Indies was 
last thing | expected to do when the 
mer started. | had no summer 
in the midtown Manhattan art 
where | taught and the outlook 
he next few weeks wasn’t very prom- 
| didn’t relish the prospect of lots 
ie on my hands in the sweltering 
50 when Gil Henderson, a graduate 
nt working for his degree in so- 
gy at Howard, first mentioned the 
was all for it, even without the 
talk he gave. 
lonestly, Pete, you’ve got to see the 


added a touch of chrome to the canvas 
I was working on. “Maybe you've got 
something there,” | murmured. 

“It'll be more than a vacation,” Gil 
continued. “It'll be an education. Why 
youll get enough ideas to keep you 
painting for a solid year. You've al- 
ways said you wanted to go to France, 
haven’t you? Well, Martinique may not 
be Paris, but it’s the closest thing to it 
you'll find this side of the Atlantic!” 

“Okay, okay!” I laughed. “You’ve 
convinced me, only—well, there’s Ber- 
nice. We're supposed to get married in 
September and frankly, | can’t afford to 
lay out a lot of cash.” 

Gil stretched out on the couch of my 
studio and gazed up at the skylight. “Do 
We're not 
I dis- 
covered the secret of living on a non- 
existent budget when | was in Mexico 
Besides, all you have to do 


I look like a millionaire? 
going to live like tourists, Pete. 


last year. 
is knock out a few paintings and sell 
them when we get back.” 

He got up and moved restlessly around 
the studio, peering at the nudes that 
hung on the wail. “You're really going 
through with it, huh?” 

“Getting married? 

Gil nodded his head toward a canvas 


Sure, why not?” 











of a buxom nude straddling a chair. 
“All this and heaven, too?” he grinned. ' 

I wiped my palette knife clean and 
stepped back to view my efforts. “Don’t 
let that fool (Continued on Page 58) 


for yourself,” Gil said enthusias- 
“Houses painted in bright, gay 
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streets lined with palm trees— 
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pursed my lips reflectively and 
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“Please, Pete—!” 


sound that turned into a little cry of pro- 
test. 


My caresses brought a moan to her lips, a 
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Laundress Alice Jones became most-talked-about Negro woman in 
\merica during the 20’s when husband Kip Rhinelander sued her 
for annulment with claim that she hid her Negro background. 


After court victory against husband’s 
annulment suit, Alice Jones Rhine- 
lander displays one of her rare smiles 
during trial. 
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Letters from Rhinelander to Alice made sensational 
ourt reading, especially “Pullman train” letter above. 
Women were barred from court during reading. 



















BY MILTON 


OR NEARLY a quarter of a century a tawny-complex- 
ioned Negro woman now in her early fifties has lived in 
well-financed but utterly-lonesome semi-seclusion at 763 Pel- 
ham Road in fashionable New Rochelle, N. Y. 

Seldom does this recluse venture from her neat home and 
but rarely does she even talk to the three white tenants who 
occupy charmingly identical cottages on the rear of her lot. 
Nor is it uncommon for her telephone to be disconnected at 
her request for she has little interest in the social life of the 
world. She has carried her passion for self-effacement to the 
point where her name is not even listed in the city directory. 
Yet she is known by name and reputation to every resident 
of quiet, clean New Rochelle. 

Her name now is simply Miss Alice Beatrice Jones, but 
once she was Mrs. Leonard Kip Rhinelander and as the wife 
of a Rhinelander was listed in the snooty Social Register— 
the first and only Negro woman ever listed in that blue book 
of snobbery. 

When Alice’s name was snatched from the smooth paper 
pages of the Social Register and smeared in every newspaper 
in the land, she slammed her doors on the face of an inquir- 
ing, scheming world that had probed every secret of her so- 
cial, economic and sex life. For a brief 14-month period she 
was the most talked-about, read-about, maligned Negro 
woman in American history because her marriage to the 
society bigwig Kip Rhinelander ended in America’s most 
sensational annulment and divorce case. 

Negroes in New Rochelle today say that she is bitter and 
that she has little if any contact with Negroes there. In this 
the years have not changed her for she never identified her- 
self with Negroes until her hour of need. When that moment 
passed, she returned to the life she preferred. And so today 
she lives in limbo, a never, never land in which she is neither 
Negro or white. 
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, Once the world on which she has now shut her doors gave 
her untold wealth (for the Rhinelanders were worth in excess 
; of $10 million), uneasy social prestige (which was with- 
drawn as soon as it discovered she was tinged with Negro 
blood), and more space in the papers than has ever been 
) accorded to an American Negro woman. 

Not even a woman like United Nations delegate Edith 
t Sampson Kas ever received so much detailed attention from 
the white press. And Alice Jones was an uneducated girl, 
; her grammar coarse, her spelling atrocious and her tastes 
those of an ambitious domestic. On top of that she was not 
t even pretty. In her youth she was fair enough to be accepted 
as white if she were with a group of whites, dark enough to 
t be colored if she were with Negroes. But she was considered 
the least attractive of three sisters. Yet in terms of marrying 
money she was the luckiest. 





. Fame, fortune and perhaps disgrace came to Alice by acci- 

dent when she met Kip Rhinelander. From there on fate was 
‘ rough with her. She loved Kip and her love was returned. 
; Perhaps she was the only woman who ever loved Kip for his 


family was ashamed of the stuttering young man who was 
inept at even being a playboy. 
After a three-year romance which included a secret ren- 


) dezvous with Kip at the Marie Antoinette Hotel in New York, 
e an auto trip through Massachusetts, and numerous dates 
t with her lover in various other places, Alice and Kip were 


married. But as man and wife they lived together for only 
1 one month. 
5 During and before the marriage, Kip gave Alice the kind 
of presents only a millionaire can bestow on his love. Among 
them was an expensive roadster—comparable to the fish- 
tailed Cadillac of today. An Indian giver, Kip took this car 
back. 


He also withdrew his love in the fantastic trial that cen- 
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Awaiting verdict, Alice sits in court anteroom with parents. 
Mother is white Englishwoman, father from West Indies. 




























Son and father both figured in trial, son filing suit after alleged 
pressure from multimillionaire father Philip (right). 





Present-day home of Alice is at 763 Pelham Road in New Ro- 
chelle, where she rarely leaves house. 
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nay be has been filed in the Town or City Cleck’s offi i 
by Section 15. of Article 3 of the Domestic Relations Law. 
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MARRIAGE CERTIFICATE 
TO CLERGYMEN AND MAGISTRATES 


cate duly signed by the person who shall have solemnized the marriage therei=: 
d by him to the office of the town or city clerk who issued the sameon or before 













mneanor and upon conviction thereof shall be punished by a fine of not less than 
re than fifty dollars for each and every offense. : 
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Jubilant after court victory, Alice and parents were all smiles. Kip 
later went to Reno to obtain uncontested divorce. 






tered America’s attention on this interracial marriage. Alice, 
with a competent staff of white attorneys, fought and won 
the suit. The court ruled that she was still Mrs. Rhinelander. 
Kip based his suit for annulment on the charge that Alice 
had pretended to be white before he married her, that he 
did not know she was a Negro and that, had he known she 
was a Negro, he would never have sullied the famed Rhine- 
lander name by alliance to a dusky servant girl. 
She was a few years older than Kip when they met in 1921. 

















[N STORY BOOKS the poor girl loves a rich man who mar- 

ries her and she lives in luxury and ease for the rest of her 
life. In this real life drama Alice lived in comparative luxury 
for a brief while but her lover was unwilling or unable to 
sacrifice anything for her. He unwillingly, it seems, permitted 
their most intimate bedroom secrets to be described in a 













courtroom. 

Kip stopped at nothing in order to gain the annulment. 
Perhaps the most degrading experience in the entire trial 
was the chilly day in December of 1925 when she was par- 
tially disrobed in the courtroom under the scrutiny of the 
12 white male jurors, court attendants and her husband. 
men barred from court during reading of letters were re- A juror who recalls the incident said recently, “She had very 

nt to leave. Crowds flocked after Alice in street (below). pretty thighs, we thought.” Her clothes were removed be- 
cause in those days whites thought that a Negro woman had 
certain ineradicable marks of race on their bodies and dark 





















half-moons in the fingernails. 

Today, with mixed marriage being either a society fad or 
at least a seven-day wonder, an Alice-Kip marriage would 
create only a small stir in a small tea cup. But back in the 
days of Cal Coolidge, bath tub gin, Rudolph Valentino, wind- 
up phonographs and super-heterodyne six-tube radio sets that 
ran on batteries, it was different. Much different. 

In the twelve months preceding the day the Alice-Kip trial 
started, Negroes were mentioned hardly a dozen times in 
the august New York Times. 

During the trial there was more Negro news in one day 
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Convertible coupe was given to Alice by Kip but he took the car back when his father discovered his marriage to Negro girl. Alice 
was only Negro woman ever listed in the Social Register but her name was quickly removed when her race was discovered. 


than there had been in the entire year before. So great was 
America’s interest that circulation of the New York Daily 
News, now the largest paper in America, shot up over night. 
All this because Alice Jones had married a man named 
Rhinelander, a man whose first name Alice sometimes mis- 
spelled. 

It came about this way: 

Barbara Reynolds, a then-obscure reporter on the New 
Rochelle Standard-Star, had a reporter’s hunch. Barbara had 
knowledge of the fact that Kip was keeping company with a 
colored girl. At first it seemed like a prank, the kind of easy 
one-night stand any wealthy white man might have. 

On the 15th of November, 1924, Barbara went to the City 
Hall and scanned the marriage license records. There, as 
plain as day, she saw the names Leonard Kip Rhinelander 
and Alice Beatrice Jones. She knew that Alice was Negro. 
She learned also that the mayor of the town, Harry Scott, 
had performed the ceremony. 

That was one of the first mysteries of the case. All mar- 
riages were duly reported in the papers as a matter of course. 
This one was not. To this day no one knows whether a bribe 
was paid or a handsome present given to someone, but in 
any case the wedding was not listed. 

Even more strange, the wedding had occurred on the 14th 
day of October, 1924. It was a full month later that Barbara 
read the insertion. 

For Barbara this was her big day and her big story. She 
rushed back to her newspaper office and told her city editor 
of the news scoop. It was the biggest story of the decade and 
when it blossomed on the front pages of every American 
paper, it pushed Billy Mitchell, Billy Sunday, furnace mur- 
ders and lynchings into the back pages. 

“I knew I had a good story,” Mrs. Reynolds recalls. But 
there were problems. The Rhinelanders were prominent peo- 
ple and not to be toyed with in the press. 

“I waited around Alice’s house—763 Pelham Road—all 
day. I had seen men’s socks hanging on the line. I knew he 


and Alice were keeping company, and I’d seen that big flashy 
car of his parked outside. Finally I saw Kip get out of the 
car and stride into the house and I ran to him and asked him 
a question.” 

It was a question which was later repeated in court where, 
for the first time, a reporter’s notes, story and testimony were 
admitted as evidence. 

The question was: “Mr. Rhinelander, did you know that 
you have married the daughter of a colored man?” And 
Rhinelander’s answer was “yes.” Yes, he knew that his wife’s 
father was colored. 

Later Barbara was asked to “keep quiet” about the ques- 
tion and she could have gone to Europe for a rest ard become 
a missing witness. But fortunately for Alice, Barbara was, 
like most reporters, honest and above reach. 

Finally the story could not be sat on any longer. The 
Standard-Star ran it in a two column box on Page 1. 
“RHINELANDER MARRIES COLORED GIRL.” That was 
the headline on Nov. 16, 1924. From that day until the trial 
over a year later, the Rhinelander name appeared elsewhere 
than on the social pages of the newspapers and Alice, the 
domestic, laundress and daughter of a poor immigrant, be- 
came the most-talked-about Negro woman in the entire his- 
tory of America. 


THE PAPERS exploited this best-selling combination of 
poor, working girl and a rich playboy. 

The Rhinelanders had come to America when George Wash- 
ington was still alive. They came as rich Hugenots. In 1790 
when the first Continental Census was taken, a Rhinelander 
was listed. That Rhinelander lived in White Plains and had 
three slaves. One slave was named Caesar. 

The Vanderbilts and Astors were then engaging in skilled 
trading practices with unschooled Indians and digging pota- 
toes on Long Island. But the Rhinelanders were already rich. 
Today there is a telephone exchange in New York named 
after the Rhinelanders. (Continued on Page 72) 
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‘cant hurt Dad and Bill,” I said softly. “Il couldn’t bear 
them out of the house. Just a little more time, dear— 


that’s all 1 ask.” 
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Battle Of 
The In-Laws 


Her husband called her Kitten and their marriage was ideal until selfish 
in-laws nearly brought disaster to their home. But Kitten turned into a 
wildcat just in time to save her love 


I KNEW my marriage was breaking up—and 
I knew why. 

I was having in-law trouble. After two deliri- 
ously happy years of marriage with Jerry, my 
folks had come on the scene to blight and curse 
our bliss. 

Oh sure, we'd had our problems before my 
family came on the scene, but always our love 
for each other had been great enough to see us 
through. Jerry’s common-sense solution had al- 
ways worked. “When you bang into a problem, 
Kitten,” he would say, “you just retreat long 
enough to figure the angles. Then you move in 
and first thing you know, Mr. Problem has cut 
out. He’s long gone.” 


But now the time had arrived when Mr. Prob- 
lem seemed to have come to stay. I was as dead 
certain that it was impossible to do anything 
about patching up our domestic life as it would 
have been to try to piece together the cocktail 
glass which lay on the fireplace hearth, shattered 
into tiny slivers. Jerry had dropped and broken 
it as he moved wordlessly about the room gather- 
ing up cluttered-up ashtrays and empty glasses. 

Jerry had every reason to be jittery, | admit- 
ted, as I slumped wearily in a chair, making no 
move to help him, trying only to collect my 
thoughts. He had every reason to be disgusted 
too. It had been a hectic evening and a highly 
unsuccessful party. (Continued on Page 52) 
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“My advic@ to you is to go home and have a baby of 





in, not try to take someone else’s.” 
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When Pat married Del on the rebound, she thought hiding 
her past was a good idea and it was until her past backfired 
with a vengeance 
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MARRIED DEL because the man I 

was supposed to marry ran out on 
me. It was as simple as that—simple, 
yet so complicated and tangled up that I 
still do not know how or where the final 
chapter of the tragedy of errors that is 
my life will end. 

My problem was that of more than 
one young girl who learns too late the 
facts of love, who suddenly discovers 
that a wedding ring—and all it stands 
for—should be a reality on the third 
finger, left hand, rather than a vague 
promise from the false lips of a schem- 
ing male. Oh, I woke up, all right, dis- 
illusioned and with a bitter “morning 
after” feeling in my heart, but my man 
was gone. The first tears and the first 
horrifying sinking in the pit of my 
stomach passed surprisingly soon and 
overnight, | became worldly-wise and 
determined to get for myself the respect- 
ability that society so often denies but 
always demands from a woman who 
makes a mistake. 

My plan was cold-blooded and prac- 
tical—a quick marriage to some other 
man able to provide for me and my 
baby-to-be. And while | didn’t intend 
to make extravagant promises of love 
and adoration, | made up my mind to 
be a grateful and hardworking wife to 
the man I would marry. So, with my 
heart armored in a healthy contempt for 
all males, I set out to snare a husband. 

There’s an old song they’ve recently 
revived that tells of finding happiness 
“right under your eyes, back in your 
own backyard.” That’s where I found 
Del—not my idea of a romantic lover, 
but certainly my key to security. Del 
drove a milk truck and made deliveries 
in our neighborhood early every morn- 
ing. Usually, I was on my way to work 
when he made his rounds or, on Sunday 
mornings, so exhausted from a weekend 
outing, I could sleep through anything. 

But this particular morning after my 
“betrayal” I was sleeping late. I had 


already quit my job a couple of weeks 
before in anticipation of the marriage 
that never came off. Cora—as I'd called 
my mother ever since I was a girl— 
sensed that something had gone wrong 
with my romance, but made no mention 
of it. She seemed glad to give me the 
luxury of lolling in bed and always put 
my brother, Bud, in his place when he 
insisted that I carry my weight in the 
family until I married and moved away. 

“Betty’s going to take* it easy while 
she can, so you'd just better hush up, 
young man!” Cora would scold Bud. 
“Heaven knows once she’s married she'll 
get no peace, so from now until this Mr. 
Parnell takes her away, she’s going to 
live like a queen!” 

Then Bud would grumble as if he were 
angry and give me a playful shove. 
“Well, tell this Parnell guy to hurry up 
and claim his bride,” he’d grumble. 

On the day I met Del, I was lying in 
bed, half asleep, thinking about my 
brother. More than once he’d asked me 
jokingly, but with fiercely burning eyes, 
“How’s that guy of yours treating my 
favorite sister? Okay? If he gives you 
any trouble, just say the word and your 
big brother’ll handle him!” 

Bud loved me dearly, I knew, and if 
he even suspected what had happened 
to me, he would have set out with mur- 
der in his eye and revenge in his heart. 
I didn’t dare let my family know that | 
would never marry the man to whom | 
had so willingly given all my love. 

I was rudely jarred awake by a sud- 
den clatter right outside my window and 
as I drew on my robe my bedroom was 
filled with the resounding strains of 
Oh, What a Beautiful Morning being 
sung in a lusty baritone, punctuated by 
the ear-shattering clink of milk bottles 
and wire baskets. I marched indignant- 
ly to the window and stuck out my head. 

“Will you please stop that racket!” | 
yelled, and the song broke off right in 
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Even though Del was a milkman, when he discovered how 
Pat had taken advantage of his faith in her, he 


tried to cure his hurt with alcohol. But in the end he 


found that straight talk was the way to solve things. 


middle of a note. The singer, a tall young 
man in blue coveralls, stood looking up at 
me, his mouth open and his eyes wide with 
surprise. 

“So you’re not a music lover?” he ob- 
served in a mildly rebuking tone. “Too 
bad.” 

“I like good music,” I snapped with an 
angry toss of my head. “But nobody in 
his right mind would start a serenade be- 
fore dawn, even if it was good—which 
yours isn’t!” 

He set his milk bottles down, folded his 
arms and stood grinning impishly up at 
me. “Temper, temper!” he scolded. 

“You must lose an awful lot of customers 
this way,” I remarked icily. 

“Oh, no. Most people seem to like my 
singing,” he retorted. 

“Well, ‘Mr. Eckstine’,” I said sarcas- 
tically, “From now on you'll be able to de- 
vote more time to the audience that ap- 
preciates you, because you’ve delivered 
your last quart of milk to this house!” 

Then I slammed the window down to 
shut out the sound of his laughter. He was 
entirely too fresh, I told myself as I went 
out into the kitchen for breakfast, realiz- 
ing all the while that what really irked me 
was the discovery that someone else could 
be so happy while I was so miserable. 

A couple of mornings later, while I was 
eating breakfast, I asked my mother for 
cream for my coffee. She threw me a sharp 
glance. “I thought you were going to 
drink your coffee black from now on,” she 
said. “If people chase the milkman away, 
they can’t expect to have milk or cream.” 

I stared at her. “Oh, now Cora! There 
are half a dozen other companies who'd 
be glad to get our business,” I said, won- 
dering whether the musical milkman had 
told her what had happened or just 
stopped coming around. 

“Del promised he wouldn’t disturb you 
any more,” Cora explained as she set the 
cream pitcher on the table. 

“Well, don’t look at me as if I'd com- 
mited some crime!” I said defensively. 
“Del, as you call him, is conceited, and 
rude. He’s a smart alec!” 

“T get my milk from Del because he’s a 
hard-working young man who’s going to 
amount to something one of these days. 
He’s got his own truck already and per- 
sonally, I like his singing,” she announced, 
picking up the creamer and heading for 
the refrigerator. 

“All right, you win, Cora,” I laughed. 
“I don’t know why I should get so excited. 
I don’t even know him.” 
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“Well, it’s your loss,” she said, return- 
ing to the ‘table. “A girl could do a lot 
worse than set her cap for a fine man like 
Del!” 

Cora’s significant tone as she threw out 
this broad hint, convinced me that she was 
aware that something serious was wrong 
between me and George Parnell. She 
couldn’t have helped: notice my withdrawn 
manner in the past couple of days for, even 
though I had tried to hide my grief from 
the family, it was an almost impossible 
thing. I knew that Cora would never in- 
timate that I should become interested in 
another man as long as she believed every- 
thing was all right in my love affair. I 
guessed that she had decided not to say 
anything until I was ready to break down 
and confide in her. Probably too, she had 
warned Bud not to interfere. At any rate, 
her insinuating remark had set me think- 
ing. 

Cora was right; a girl who was looking 
for security would be smart if she culti- 
vated the friendship of Del, whatever his 
name was. So the next morning I was up 
bright and early, helping Cora fix break- 
fast when Del tiptoed up the back stairs 
and pushed open the kitchen door. 

“How’s the sleeping beauty, Mrs. Ben- 
son?” he asked, bending over to pick up 
the empty bottles just inside the door. He 
saw me as he raised up and the look of 
shock and embarrassment that swept over 
his face was so comical I burst into 
laughter. 

“Why not ask her?” Cora chuckled, and 
Del joined in with his deep voice. 

He hesitated only a fraction of a second 
when I asked him to join us in a cup of 
coffee and when I saw Cora’s approving 
smile I knew that my newly-formulated 
plan was getting off to a good start. Every 
morning after that, Del stopped for at least 
one cup of coffee, and after the first few 
times, Cora discreetly managed to have 
something to do in another part of the house 
when he came. It got so I really enjoyed 
those few minutes together, especially 
when Del began to tell me about himself; 
how he had played football at Wilberforce 
University, how he had started as a helper 
on a truck with a big dairy company, and 
planned to run his truck into a fleet that 
covered the whole southside section of the 
city. 


“CORA WAS RIGHT about you,” I told 
him one morning, hoping he would 
notice the new way I had fixed my hair. 
“She said you were an ambitious young 


man who was going places,” I added, in 










































answer to the questioning tilt of his eye- f 
brows. a 

“That’s right,” he said confidently, b 
“especially now that I know where I’m go- , 
ing.” 

His steady brown eyes looked into mine u 
and I could tell what he was hinting at. * 
But it wasn’t time yet, I decided, to pur- de 
sue the subject. It wasn’t long before Del ¥ 
started dropping by in the evenings and " 
we went out on a few dates. = 

I genuinely began to like Del. His grand 1.) 
sense of humor never failed to lift me out a 
of the dumps when I felt blue, and the way - 
he gazed at me so adoringly was enough to th 
bolster any woman’s ego. One night, after wl 
seeing a movie together, Del was strangely fr 
silent. - 

“A penny for your thoughts,” I said pro- ” 
vocatively. lc 

“T wouldn’t take a million for them,” he th 
said with a slow smile. “They’re about hu 
you.” 

“Oh.” Somehow I knew what was on his ha 
mind, but I waited. a 

“Betty— I’ve always been a guy who she 
saw what he wanted, then went after it. : 
Now, for the first time in my life, I’m ~~ 
stumped.” i 

We sat on our front porch and the moon, 
the stars and the stillness of the night go 
made a perfect setting for what should os 
have been a romantic moment. Yet, in my | 
heart I knew that this was just another I 
step towards the goal I had set for myself. blu: 
“T can’t imagine you being stumped for 9 
anything, Del,” I encouraged. had 

“Neither can I,” he admitted, “especial- va 
ly since it seems so right. But every time 
I think of how swell you are, so sweet— rocl 
well, I get mixed up inside. What I’m dryi 
trying to say, Betty, is that I’m in love woah 
with you and don’t know what to do about o 
Oh 

He sounded so forlorn I reached out and hear 
took his hand and pressed it to my cheek. = 
“Poor Del,” I said softly. “I guess | eng 
haven’t given you too much encourage- - 
ment. Maybe I’m supposed to act very — 
coy and pretend I didn’t know this was yes 
coming. That’s what a girl is supposed to 
do at this point, you know.” sobb 

“I don’t want you to pretend with me, — ™" 
Betty,” he said. “I want to know where | T 
stand with you.” tell F 

“There’s no one else, Del, I'll tell you pall 
that,” I said sincerely. “P 

“Then there’s a chance for me?” he h “~ 
asked eagerly. = , 

That was my signal to go into action § |”'"® 
and make sure I had my man. It was no the w 
time for conversation, I knew, so I moved clenc! 
slightly toward Del, raised my face and § Y°" " 
parted my lips invitingly. I waited, won- have- 
dering what it would be like to be kissed r = 
by the second important man in my life. -? 
Then I felt Del’s lips, tender, yet strange § ” 
ly compelling, on mine and an emotion | do. 
had regarded as dead, leaped high in my The 
heart and set my heart to pounding as if it sullen 
would burst. I twisted away in my sur- i. 





prise, gasping for breath, but Del found 






pro- 
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out 


my lips again and without meaning to | 
found myself returning his ardent kisses, 
marvelling at the flood of passion his em- 
braces had released. 

At last, trembling and misty-eyed, | 
broke away from his arms and dashed into 
the house. That night, lying wide awake 
in the darkness of my room, I recalled the 
details of my meeting and my friendship 
with Del, went over each feature in his 
ruggedly handsome face. relived those mo- 
ments when his charm and warm personal- 
ity had made me feel young and alive 
again, and I came to an amazing conclu- 
sion— I had fallen in love! No, it was not 
the same as with the man who had gotten 
what he wanted from me, then vanished 
from my life. It was something deeper, 
more satisfying and most astonishing of all, 
as thrilling as the other had been. Love. 
I decided with a happy smile, is an emotion 
that refuses to follow any rule devised by 
humans. 

The next morning I told Cora what had 
happened and she rushed over to embrace 
me. “My prayers have been answered!” 
she cried happily. 

“But he wants to marry me, Cora,” I 
said tearfully, “And I— I can’t.” 

“Don’t you love him?” 

“T think— I know I do, but—” I couldn't 
go on. I buried my face in her ample 
bosom and sobbed unhappily. “Oh, Cora! 
What am I going to do?” 

In horrified silence she listened as | 
blurted out the terrible news, that my first 


romance had turned sour and my lover 
had left me with the bitter fruit of our 
stolen love. 

“Oh, my baby, my baby!” Cora wailed, 
rocking back and forth.in her grief. Then, 
drying her tears, she sat down and lectured 


me sternly. “Two things you’ve got to re- 
member, Betty. Anybody can make a mis- 
take, and Lord knows you made one! But 
hear me, child, the sin comes in making the 
same one over again. You’re luckier than 
most girls. who get into trouble—you’ve 
got a man who wants to marry you. I say 
marry him and try to forget this bad thing 
that happened.” 

“But how can I tell him, Cora?” I 
sobbed. “And I’m not sure Del would want 
me if—if he knew.” 

“That’s just what I’m telling you—don’t 
tell him!” She raised her hand to silence 
my protests. “You’ve got a chance for 
happiness, and I’m telling you to take it.” 

That night Cora told Bud, and after he 
had calmed down, she called me into the 
living room.’ Bud was standing looking out 
the window, his shoulders hunched and his 
clenched fists at his side. “Why didn’t 
you tell me, Sis?” he grated. “Why? I'd 
have—” 

“That’s just what she was afraid of, 
Bud!” Cora told him. “Anyway, it’s too 
late now. We've got to figure out what to 
do.” 

Then she outlined her plan, and Bud, 
sullen and unbending, agreed with her. I 
was to accept Del’s proposal of marriage 
and set the date’for the wedding sometime 


in June, almost a year away. In two months 
or so, before any noticeable change in me 
could be detected, I would go visit Cora’s 
sister, my Aunt Rosa, in Cincinnati under 
the pretense that she was ill and needed 
a companion and stay there until the baby 
was born. Arrangements would be made 
for the adoption of the child before I re- 
turned home. That would be the best for 
all concerned they agreed, and there was 
nothing for me to do except go along with 
their plan. 

Everything went smoothly. Naturally, 
Del hated to see me leave so soon after the 
announcement of our engagement, but he 
made no attempt to stop me. “After all, 
it’s for just a little while compared to the 
time we'll be together afterwards, darling.” 
he said. And he was so sweet and under- 
standing that I couldn’t help but feel a lit- 
tle guilty. 

Then, when he came down to the station 
to see me off, I felt-even worse. But Cora 
wasn’t taking any chances that I'd go soft- 
hearted and spill everything. She stayed 
right by my side, her hand comfortably 
on my arm. I got safely through the ordeal 
somehow and after a lingering goodbye 
kiss, I tore myself from Del’s arms and 
hurried aboard the train so no one would 
see my tears. 


UNT ROSA was a dear, and Cora her- 

self couldn’t have taken better care of 
me. I wrote long, affectionate letters to 
Del every day, telling him how much I 
missed him and how anxious I was to get 
back. But when one of his letters sug- 
gested that he fly in for a quick visit, I 
frantically wrote back that he should save 
the money and that after all, it wouldn’t 
be long before we were together again. 

But it was hard for me. Each day the 
time passed more slowly and the nights 
were almost unbearable. More than once 
I poured out the awful truth in letters to 
Del, which I promptly burned. Being 
separated from him, I began to question 
his love for me. After all, I had been taken 
in once by false promises. How could I 
be sure that Del really wanted to marry 
me? Other doubts assailed my tormented 
mind. Suppose he found out? Or even 
if he didn’t, could I go on forever living 
a lie? Wouldn't it be better to confess 
now and take my chances on his forgive- 
ness than to try to keep such a secret 
locked in my heart. not knowing at what 
moment someone—or I, myself—might 
give it away? 

Added to this mental torture was my 
increasingly uncomfortable physical con- 
dition. I was both startled and amazed 
at the changes that developed in my slim 
body, and horrified at the awkward bulki- 
ness I saw in my mirror. By the end of the 
eighth month of my pregnancy, I could no 
longer stand what I was going through. So 
one night while Aunt Rosa slept, I hur- 
riedly tossed some things into a bag and 
took a cab to the railroad station. I sent 
Cora a telegram just before I boarded the 
train, and all the way back home I never 


stopped crying. Hours later, I climbed 
down from the train into Cora’s arms. Bud 
hovered in the background, a worried look 
on his face. After the tearful greeting was 
over, Cora led me to a bench and taking 
me by the shoulders, shook me with a sur- 
prising roughness. “Why did you come 
back here?” she demanded. “I told you it 
would be hard, so hard that maybe you’d 
think you couldn’t stand it. But you’ve 
got to do it, Betty! Your whole future. 
your happiness with Del, depends on it.” 

She turned helplessly to Bud. “Now 
what are we going to do?” she pleaded. 

“Well, she can’t come home until—until 
she looks different,” Bud said, eyeing my 
distorted body with obvious distaste. 

Involuntarily, I drew my coat closer 
around me. This was hardly the kind of 
reception I had anticipated, but thinking 
it through, I realized that I had endangered 
everything by my hasty action. 

“How about Dr. Ordway?” Bud asked, 
drawing deeply in his cigarette. 

“That’s it!” Cora exclaimed immediate- 
ly. “Should have thought of him myself.” 

Dr. Ordway was our family doctor, not 
a rich or important man, but a man with 
heart as big as all outdoors. In fact, he 
was generous to a fault. He spent all his 
time with patients who seldom could pay 
even his reduced fees, and while he would 
have nothing to do with illegal operations, 
would go out of his way to place unwanted 
babies in foster homes for adoption. 

When presented with my problem, the 
kindly old physician lived up to his reputa- 
tion. He arranged for me to go to a nurs- 
ing home and tended me constantly dur- 
ing the last days and hours of my confine- 
ment. Mercifully, he gave me some kind 
of anesthetic and I didn’t even know when 
my baby was born. Later, when I tried 
to worm some information out of him, he 
came over to my bed and smoothed back 
the hair from my feverish forehead with a 
gentle hand. 

“Baby? What baby?” he asked in wide- 
eyed innocence. “You came here for a 
physical checkup before your marriage, my 
dear,” he said firmly. “But if there had 
been a baby, you’d best forget it. He would 
have found a home where he is wanted 
and he’d grow up healthy and strong with 
everything he’d ever need or want.” 

If there was a touch of reproach in his 
voice, I knew I deserved it. All these 
months I had worried over my baby not 
ever knowing his father, but now because 
of my desire, my need for happiness, he 
would never know his mother! 

Fortunately for the human race, the 
mind forces out even the most fearful 
memories, and it wasn’t long after my 
body had gotten back to normal that the 
awful experience I’d been through slipped 
back into the subconscious recesses of my 
mind, even though I couldn’t control the 
longing that often came to me to see my 
baby, to know what he looked like, to 
hold him in my arms. 

Life goes on, and there were things to 
do—shopping for (Continued on Page 79) 
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HE LITTLE Christmas tree that I had 

bought and decorated for the room 
we shared at Mrs. Haskins’ house seemed 
to mock me with every blink of its lights 
as I poured out all the hurt and hatred 
that had been mounting inside me for 
months. 

“You don’t love him, Lillie!” I had 
cried wildly. “You don’t love anyone but 
yourself! You just want to take him 
from me—just as you've taken every- 
thing else all our lives!” 

My sister, Lillie Belle, sat perched on 
the edge of the chair, her hat and coat 
still on just as she had come in from 
work. Her lips quivered slightly and she 
stared at me wide-eyed. “Please, Irene! 
Mrs. Haskins might hear . . .” 

“T don’t give a hang if she does hear!” 
I shouted back. “I’m tired of taking a 
back seat to you! Do you hear? Tired!! 
I don’t suppose it ever occurred to you 
that I might be in love with Chris. Oh, 
no—a little thing like that wouldn’t have 
made any difference to you, would it? 
Just as long as Lillie gets what she wants, 
that’s all you care about! That’s all 
you ve ever cared about! | have been the 
perfect fool, haven’t 1? The ugly duck- 
ling who always gets pushed around and 
keeps on taking and taking! Well, I’m 
tired of it, understand? From now on 
you can forget we're sisters! You go 
your way and I'll go mine—and the less 
I see of you, the better!” 

“But, Irene,” Lillie broke in, “you 
don’t understand . . .” 

“Oh, don’t 1? How big a fool do you 
take me to be? You date Chris right un- 
der my nose—for weeks, months, then 
sit there and tell me | don’t understand! 
No, I guess I don’t!” 

An electric silence suddenly fell heavi- 
ly over the room, and Lillie Belle, her 
eyes lowered, rose slowly and started 
toward the door. Bitter hatred burned 
inside me as I stood watching her and 
I wished that she was going out of my 
life forever. At the door she paused, then 
turned toward me with a hurt, repentant 
look in her eyes—the way she had al- 
ways done when she knew I was on to 
some little scheme of hers. 

“I—I guess I have made a mess of 
things,” she stammered hoarsely. “But | 


didn’t mean to. Really. I didn’t mean to 
interfere. | wanted everything to be dif- 
ferent—for your sake—and for Chris’. 
But I don’t suppose there’s anything | 
can do about it now, except to say I’m 
sorry, if that'll help any.” 

When the door slammed shut behind 
her I fell across the bed and let loose the 
flood of tears that had been aching in- 
side me. The echo of her footsteps going 
down the stairs lingered in my ears, then 
died away as I heard the front door 
close. 

Why, I asked myself over and over? 
Why did she have to do these things to — 
me? She was beautiful, glamorous, and 
could have had almost any man she 
wanted. Why did she have to pick on 
Chris? 

All our lives it had been the same way, 
time and time again, as far back as | 
could remember. She got the new toys; 
| got the hand-me-downs. She got the 
new dresses; | got her cast-offs, mended, 
patched, sometimes faded. In high school 
she had boy friends, the dates, the good 
times. I stayed home reading books, 
dreaming and pretending, primping be- 
fore the mirror, hoping and half-praying 
that maybe some day I wouldn’t have to 
wear those horrid glasses. 

And now—here it was all over again. 
The miserable childhood with _ its 
wretched memories had come back to 
torment me. Only this time she had tried 
to take from me the one thing I had 
ever really wanted: Chris’ love. But this 
time I was determined to fight back. | 

I guess I should have expected as 
much from Lillie Belle from the begin- 
ning. | had been wrong to think that she 
could ever change, that we could ever be 
truly devoted sisters, confiding in each 
other, living unselfishly one for the 
other. 

When we had left Lexington, Ken- 
tucky, that summer to come to Chicago 
to visit with mother’s friend, Mrs. Has- 
kins, I had foolishly thought that maybe 
a big city would make a change in my 
life. Chicago was a big place where peo- 
ple came and went, svarcely noticing 
each other. It wasn’t at all like Lexing- 
ton where the same familiar people I 
had always known lived on and on in 


Whatever Irene wanted, her sister Lillie Belle usually go 
But Irene decided it wasn’t going to be like that when Len came along 










“The war can't last forever. Butseven tf he does come back, 


there Sno guarantee that he'll come back to me.” 




















the same dreary, monotonous existence. 
Chicago was alive and promising, and I 
thought surely that here I could leave the 
past behind and maybe find that one some- 
one who would fill the emptiness in my 
life and make up for all the things I had 
missed in my childhood. 

But I was wrong. And after the first few 
weeks I realized how foolish I had been to 
think that Chicago would be any different 
for me than Lexington or anywhere else. 
Once or twice Mrs. Haskins had taken us 
to the beach and introduced us around to 
several young fellows she happened to 
know, but always it was Lillie Belle who 
got their attention and the phone calls 
later. I had to content myself with Mrs. 
Haskins’ company or whatever latest “best 
seller” there was available. There just 
didn’t seem to be any hope for a “plain 
Jane” like me not even in a‘big city like 
Chicago. 

| probably would have gone back to 
Lexington when the first month was up 
and resigned myself to a life of loneliness, 
had it not been for a newspaper ad I an- 
swered one day that landed me a job as a 
clerk with the telephone company. When 
I told Lillie Belle about it, she too ap- 
plied for a job and got one. But not as a 
clerk—as a long distance telephone opera- 
tor! I thought to myself that it didn’t 


she. had invited him up to dry out and wait 
until the rain let up. They were laugh- 
ing happily, though both of them were 
soaked almost to the skin. 

“Leonard, this is my sister Irene,” Lillie 
Belle said, shedding her wet things. “Irene, 
this is Leonard. Leonard Grimes. He 
tried to give us both a death of cold by 
walking in the rain, but I think he’s nice. 
Don’t you?” 

“Hi, Irene,” Leonard said with a broad 
smile that showed even white teeth. “Don’t 
pay any attention to that sister of yours. 
Walking in the rain was her idea. But 
don’t think I minded. I think I'd walk 
anywhere with her.” 

He smiled again and I smiled back. I 
liked Leonard right away. Nobody could 
help liking him. He was that kind of a 
guy—friendly, easy to meet, real whole- 
some and brotherly. 

“T think I’ve heard that before,” I teased. 
“You’ve got a lot of competition with that 
one, you know—taking walks, I mean.” 

“I like competition,” he grinned con- 
ceitedly. “You know how it is—the more 
the merrier!” 

They went laughing out into the kitchen 
and I heard the sound of the oven door 
being opened then shut. In a moment their 
laughter quieted down to low, inaudible 
conversation. 


Irene thought it was “‘good night”? to her new-found 
love since Sister Lillie Belle had a way with men, 
but she found out she had one suspicion too many 


matter that she had gotten a better job; it 
was good that we were both working. But 
in the back of my mind I guess I did envy 
her a little and resent it since this too 
seemed to follow so much the pattern that 
had always been our lives. 

For a while I seemed to find escape in 
my work. It wasn’t hard and I enjoyed it. 
I made a lot of friends and sometimes 
went out on dates with the girls I worked 
with. Occasionally, a fellow would make a 
pass at me when I was out with the other 
girls, but none of them ever bothered to 
call or see me again. 

With Lillie Belle it was different. Some 
fellow was always coming by our apart- 
ment on Prairie Avenue to take her out, 
maybe to a show in the Loop, dinner at 
the Parkway, or an evening of night club- 
bing at the Club De Lisa. Sometimes, if 
I happened to be in the living room, she 
would introduce me, and when she would 
say, “This is my sister, Irene,” it never 
failed that the fellows would smile politely 
then look awkwardly from me to Lillie 
Belle. It was obvious what was going on 
in the back of their minds. No one ever 
had to say it, but I knew they were think- 
ing, “Lord, is it possible?” 


THAT WAS the way it happened when 

I first met Leonard Grimes. I had been 
sitting at home reading late into the night 
when Lillie Belle brought Leonard up- 
stairs into the living room. They had been 
caught in the rain on the way home, and 
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In the next few weeks Lillie Belle saw 
a lot of Leonard. I could tell she felt dif- 
ferently about him. When she would come 
home at night after leaving him she would 
sit on the side of the bed for a long time 
and stare into space, a longing in her 
eyes that betrayed her feelings even if she 
had wanted to keep them hidden. 

One night when she came in I was still 
awake, though already in bed. “Been out 
with Leonard again?” I asked casually. 

“Uh-huh,” she answered, struggling to 
pull her dress over her head. “Couldn’t 
get rid of him. He was there waiting 
when I got off.” 

“You sound as if that was bad. You do 
like him, don’t you, Lillie? I mean—you’re 
in love with him aren’t you?” 

She bit her bottom lip lightly. “Yes, 
Irene. I’m afraid so. I’m terribly in love 
with him. But it’s so—so hopeless.” 

“Hopeless?” 

“Well, maybe I used the wrong word, 
but he’s a sergeant in the infantry reserves 
and his outfit’s been recalled for active 
duty in Korea. They’re supposed to leave 
in three weeks.” 

“Oh,” I said softly. Then brightly: “But 
he’ll be back—I mean, the war can’t last 


forever...” 
“No. You’re right. The war can’t last 
forever. But even if he does come back, 


there’s no guarantee that he'll come back 


I didn’t say another word after that. 
Lillie Belle went out to the bathroom and 





I fell asleep before she returned. 

It wasn’t long afterwards that she got a 
week off from work to take a trip with 
Leonard to Kansas City. She said he had 
wanted her to meet his mother, so they 
made the trip together and got back just in 
time for Leonard to leave with his outfit. 
I could tell that Lillie missed him, more 
than she could let on. And I guess it was 
the same way with both of us. He’d been 
around so much that the place just seemed 
quieter, emptier without him. 

Then, in a few days his letters started 
coming. They were always to Lillie, but 
he never failed to include some word or 
paragraph to me. He wrote often, and 
we both answered him faithfully and reg- 
ularly. Then suddenly his letters stopped 
coming. Neither of us said a word about 
it at first. for we both knew without say- 
ing, that he must have been either in Korea 
or on his way. Lillie stayed home more 
now, and I thought to myself that she cer- 
tainly must have it bad. I felt closer to 
her then than ever before. With Leonard 
it had almost been like having a boy friend 
of my own, someone who thought of me 
and made me feel wanted. 

And then the worst happened. We were 
both at home that night when the telegram 
came, but since Lillie was busy in the 
kitchen I had answered the door. 

“Who is it, Irene?” she called loudly. 

“Tt’s for you,” I yelled over my shoulder. 
“A telegram.” 

I was holding the yellow envelope limply 
when she walked in the room. I had al- 
ready guessed what terrible news it must 
have contained, but prayed silently that it 
would not be so. 

“A telegram? For me?” Lillie Belle 
searched my face anxiously. 

“Here.” I said, thrusting it awkwardly 
toward her. 

“No. No. You open it. I—I’m afraid.” 

I ran my finger along the flap of the 
envelope, and pulled out the thin sheet of 
paper with nervous, trembling fingers. In 
one quick glance I had read its frightening 
message. Leonard was missing in action! 

Lillie Belle’s face went ashen. “Oh, no. 
It can’t be true!” 

But it was true. 
takably true. 

Then Lillie Belle began to sob, violently, 
hysterically. I tried to comfort her, but 
there was nothing I could do. All that 
night she cried as if she had lost every- 
thing in life and there would be no need 
ever to try to rebuild again. 


HEN SHE went back to work the next 

day her eyes were red and swollen. 
But except for that, she went on as if noth- 
ing had ever happened. Then in a few 
days she seemed to be over it altogether. 
She began going out with fellows again, 
staying out until all hours at night, and 
having the wildest kind of fling. She never 
mentioned Leonard’s name again, and | 
never brought him up either. Before an- 
other month had passed we were just about 
back where we were when we first came to 
Chicago. I stayed home reading; she spent 


Tragically and unmis- 
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her time dating as many fellows as she 
could crowd into any one week. 

Then one day, shortly before Thanksgiv- 
ing, I was just coming home from work 
when I saw a soldier standing on our front 
porch. At first glance I thought it was 
Leonard and my heart rose in my mouth, 
but when I drew closer and saw that it 
wasn’t I felt both foolish and disappointed. 
He turned as I started up the steps and 
though I couldn’t get a good look at him in 
the gathering darkness, I could see that 
he had nice, regular features. 

“Hello,” he said, “I’m looking for Miss 
Norton—Miss Lillie Belle Norton. I rang 
the bell, but nobody seems to be at home.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said politely, “but Lillie 
won’t be in for a little while. She’s gone 
to a show. I’m her sister. Is there any- 
thing I can do for you? If you cared to 
leave a message... .” 

“Oh, no.” he said quickly. 
do that. You see, it’s about Len. 
Grimes.” 

“About Leonard!” My voice rose in ex- 
citement. 

“Yes,” he said quietly. “My name is 
Chris Evans. You see, Len was my ser- 
geant—and well, I. . .” 

“Won’t you came upstairs?” I suggested 
quickly. “Maybe we can talk better if we 
get in out of this awful cold.” 

I fairly raced up the steps, and putting 
on the lights in the living room, told him 
to make himself at home while I hurried to 
put my things down in the bedroom. When 
I got back he was studying a picture of 
Leonard and Lillie Belle together which 
had been made that time they had gone to 
Kansas City. 

“Your sister?” he asked casually. I 
nodded. 

He laughed. “She seems to be every- 
thing Len said she was. Quite a gal judg- 
ing from her picture.” 

“You say you knew Leonard?” I turned 
him off. 

“Yeah. He was my best friend—a real 
soldier, that guy. As a matter of fact I 
was with him on that patrol when he got 

.” His voice caught for a second, then 
he went on. “Well, you know what hap- 
pened, I guess. No need to go into all 
that. Anyhow, he used to talk all the time 
about Lillie Belle, so I promised myself 
that if I got back I’d look her up. | got a 
few things of his I thought she might like 
tohave. But if she’s not here, I guess it'll 
be all right to leave them with you and 
come back another time.” 

He fumbled in his pocket and pulled out 
a knotted GI handkerchief. Then untying 
it, sorted through its contents before hand- 
ing it to me. There was a letter, sealed, 
folded and dirty; a windproof lighter with 
Leonard’s name on it; a silver identifica- 
tion bracelet inscribed “From Len To Lil- 
lie”; and a silk Japanese handkerchief 
which Len had apparently bought and in- 
tended to mail. 

As I sat there fingering through the 
effects, Chris seemed to be studying me 
and it made me feel yncomfortable. “And 


“IT couldn’t 
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you're really Irene, Lillie Belle’s sister,” 
he said at last. 

“Why—why, yes. Of course,” I flustered. 
“Did Leonard ever mention me—I mean, 
did he ever talk to you about me?” 

“Oh yeah. Lots of times. That’s all he 
ever talked about. Lillie and you, and 
what he was going to do when he got back 
to Chicago. He said you were younger. 
but somehow I had pictured you—well, I 
don’t know, but I had sort of pictured you 
a little different, I guess.” 

“Oh,” I said before I could catch my- 
self. But Chris apparently didn’t hear or 
understand as he went right on talking. 

“T don’t mean that you aren’t like Len 
said you were, but you—well, you seem so 
much younger.” 

“I’m only two years younger than Lillie 
Belle,” I said quickly. “And old enough 
to take care of myself.” 

“Oh, I didn’t mean it that way,” he 
apologized. “I was trying to pay you a 
compliment, but I guess I didn’t do so 
well.” 

I laughed at his embarrassment and took 
off my glasses to clean them. But as I did 
so I saw his eyes widen and a quick look 
of astonishment come over his face. “Sa- 
a-a-y! How about that!” he said loudly. 

I was so surprised at his sudden remark 
I didn’t know what to think. “How about. 
what?” I demanded. 

“Your glasses! Why—you—you—look, 
I mean you look so different without 
them!” 

“Oh, really now, Mr. Evans!” I said 
curtly. “There’s hardly any need for you 
to waste your flattery.” 

“No, seriously, I mean it,” he came back. 
“Maybe I was wrong to say it like I did, 
but I guess I couldn’t help myself.” Then 
after a moment, he grinned and said flatly, 
“How about you having dinner with me 
this evening—that is. if you don’t have any 
other plans?” 

It wasn’t the most romantic invitation, 
but my pulses quickened just the same. I 
suddenly realized that I liked this out- 
spoken, frank, impulsive guy. Even if I 
never saw him again after tonight I at 
least could remember that he had paid me 
a compliment and that he had invited me 
to dinner without being accidentally thrust 
into it as it had happened with me the 
few times before whenever a boy asked me 
to dine with him. This time I had been 
invited by someone who really meant it, 
and my heart fluttered with anticipation. 

“Why—why I think that would be nice.” 
I said awkwardly then laughed a little at 
my own embarrassment. Chris looked 
slightly puzzled, but before he had a chance 
to change his mind, I was hurrying into 
the bedroom to change into something 
fresh. 

As I stood there before the mirror, re- 
membering what he had said when I had 
taken off my glasses, I smiled to myself, 
then stood back appraisingly and took them 
off again. Maybe I did look a little better 
without them, I thought, and for just this 
once it wouldn’t hurt to keep them off un- 


less I absolutely needed them. After all, 
I wouldn’t need them too much, being with 
him, and if he liked me better that way it 
would at least be worth a try. So when I 
joined him again, the surprised look on 
his face was even more pleasing to me 
than the first time he had noticed what I 
looked like. 


THAT NIGHT I was wrapped in a gos- 

samer dream, more wonderful, more ex- 
citing than anything I’d ever known. He 
took me downtown to a place where we 
could sit in a booth across from each other 
and enjoy our meal in quiet contentment. 

He kept watching me as we sat there, 
though neither of us said very much. We 
were both enjoying ourselves, I guess, and 
it seemed better for the moment to just 
sit and listen to the soft music and finish 
our dinner without too much conversation. 

Finally, when we were almost through, 
he asked me, “Did you leave your glasses 
off because of what I said?” 

I smiled at him. “Maybe. I might have 
wanted to see if you meant it.” 

“I did. Believe me,” he said quickly. 
“But you shouldn’t—I mean, if it makes 
you suffer any, then put them back on. 
I used to wear them myself when I was 
younger and I know how it is.” 

“You wore glasses?” 

“Yeah.” He laughed. “Real thick ones. 
The boys all used to call be Bicycle Eyes! 
That is—until I got older and started 
wearing contact lens. I still wear ’em 
sometimes, but I don’t need ’em now like 
I used to.” 

“You mean your eyes are all right now?” 

“Not exactly. But they’re good enough 
for Uncle Sam. All he wants to know is 
if you’ve got a pair.” 

We both laughed and Chris reached out 
playfully and covered my hand with his. 
My heart pounded a little and I knew for 
sure that I really liked him. 

Then, when he had paid the check and 
we were speeding back to the South Side 
again, I found myself wishing that this 
evening would never end. And it didn’t— 
at least not for another three hours. We 
stopped off at the Club Delisa, stayed 
through two floor shows, and danced until 
we were almost the last ones in the place. 
There had never been another night like 
it before for me, and when he took me 
home at last I kept letting my hand touch 
his to prove to myself that it wasn’t all a 
dream. 

“Goed night, Irene,” Chris said finally 
at the door. “I really had a grand time. 
Maybe you'll let me take you out again 
sometime, huh?” 

“Oh, yes, Chris,” I said breathlessly. 
“That is—if you really want to. It’s been 
wonderful for me too.” 

I fairly floated up the stairs that night, 
and from then on for the next four weeks 
I lived on the rosiest, happiest cloud a 
gal has ever known. Chris and I went 
somewhere almost every night, maybe a 
show at the Regal, drinks at Harry’s Show 
Lounge, double dates with some friends of 
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his, always something. I began living just 
for him and the moments we could be to- 
gether. Before I knew it I had come out 
of my shell. I took the hint he had casu- 
ally dropped that first night and had my 
eyes fitted for contact lenses, dressed with 
more care and began buying the little ac- 
cessories which help to highlight feminine 
charm even when you’re not a Vogue 
model. I wanted Chris and I intended to 
have him and keep him. 

But all along, I guess, in the back of my 
mind there was a shadow of uncertainty, a 
dread of what might happen if he should 
suddenly become interested in someone 
else. We had talked about his past, his 
year in the army, what it had been like in 
Korea, almost everything but the one thing 
I wanted most to know; whether I was the 
nly girl in his life. I was so desperate in 
my determination that no one should take 
Chris from me that I did everything pos- 
sible to keep him from encountering the 
competition I feared most of all—my sister 
Lillie. Experience had taught me that 
whatever I wanted Lillie got. When I told 
her about Chris, the day after he had come 
to the house to bring Len’s things for her. 
[ had been relieved to notice her reaction. 
She had lapsed into a fresh wave of mop- 
ing silence after gratefully receiving Len’s 
piteous last gifts and not even bothering 
to inquire too much about Chris who had 
brought them. For the whole month that 
Chris and I had been seeing each other, 
| had feverishly schemed and planned to 
keep him and Lillie from meeting. Often. 
instead of having Chris come to the house 
for me, I would meet him after work and 
make certain that we went places where we 
wouldn’t run into my sister. Lillie did 
raise her eyebrows ever so slightly at my 
new attitude toward clothes and the fact 
that I had so many dates, but I was vague 
and secretive and when Chris urged me to 
arrange to have him over when he could 
meet Lillie, I invariably put it off or 
changed the subject. 

I should have known this deception 
couldn’t last and one day it seemed that 
the cloud I had been walking on suddenly 
drifted from under me, bringing me back 
to harsh, naked realities. I had hoped it 
wouldn’t happen that way, but I should 
have known it was bound to sooner or 
later. 

I had stopped in the Loop to do the 
first of my Christmas shopping before 
those last rush days and when I got home 
Chris was already there, sitting in the liv- 
ing room and talking with Lillie Belle. 

“Why, Irene!” she laughed almost as 
soon as I walked in. “You’ve been hold- 
ing out on me! You didn’t tell me your 
friend Chris was so fine! No wonder 
you've been getting all dolled up and 
stepping out lately.” 

I looked at Chris then back at Lillie 
Belle. 

“Why, Lillie, ’'ve told you about Chris,” 
I said sheepishly. “Anyway,” I added help- 
lessly, “You two have met, haven’t you?” 
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Recovering myself, I put down my pack- 
ages, took off my hat and coat and began 
talking with rapid nervousness about the 
wonderful times Chris and I had been hav- 
ing. I stressed and emphasized the fact 
that we found so much in common, hop- 
ing against hope that Lillie would realize 
that what I really meant was: 

“This is one time I’m not going to let 
you take something I love away from me.” 

Chris sat grinning the same way he had 
the night he first came and saw Lillie’s 
picture. I felt cheated, as if I had been 
left out of something, as if something had 
gone on between them before I had got- 
ten there than I wasn’t to know about. 
Finally, Lillie Belle rose and said some- 
thing about having to get ready for an ear- 
ly date. But before she left the room, she 
walked over near Chris, and looking at him 
with that “come hither” look she could put 
on, extended one hand and said, “I hope 
I'll get to see more of you.” 

It was all I could do to hide my feelings, 
but I was fairly boiling inside. Then when 
she was gone he told me that he had 
dropped by to get me to help him with his 
Christmas shopping and that he had stayed 
after Lillie met him at the door. I pre- 
tended, of course, that everything was all 
right, but I knew then that I was off my 
dream cloud. 

And in the next few days I was certain of 
it more than ever. It started with Lillie 
Belle accepting Chris’ invitation to have 
dinner with us a night or two later, then 
gradually it began to get worse. There 
were phone calls to me from Chris that 
seldom ended without him talking to Lil- 
lie Belle. Then he began meeting us both 
after work and driving us home or to din- 
ner and then a movie. [ tried to shrug it 
off, telling myself over and over that he was 
being nice to Lillie as Leonard had been 
nice to me but somehow it just didn’t seem 
the same. Uneasiness gripped my heart 
until I could scarcely keep my mind on my 
work or be pleasant with Lillie Belle un- 
less Chris was around. 

Then when Christmas eve came and I 
had built up my hopes to have a few hours 
of happiness over the holidays, I found out 
what I had suspected all along to be the 
awful truth. I had called back at work to 
tell Lillie Belle to bring home some more 
wrapping paper for the gifts, but one of 
the girls told me that she had already left 

. “with some soldier named Evans who 
had called for her.” 

The rage and hurt that seized me at that 
moment was more bitter and terrifying 
than anything I had ever known. I wanted 
to cry, but the tears wouldn’t come. Then 
when she came bounding up the stairs a 
few moments later, I didn’t wait to give 
her a chance to deny anything; I let loose 
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all the fury and hatred that was inside 
me. 

It was then that she had gone back out 
into the streets. How long I had lain there 
across the bed, sobbing, trying to ease that 
burning hatred inside me, I don’t know. 
I don’t even remember what I said to Chris 
when I first let him in hours later, but I 
never will forget that deep, pained expres- 
sion on his face when I flung my hot accu- 
sations at him, then the sudden uproari- 
ous laughter that followed when I had 
finished. 

“You poor, mixed-up kid,” he had said 
at last, still struggling to control his 
laughter. “You're all wrong about your 
sister, especially about her and me. Sure, 
I’ve been seeing her—alone—but it’s noth- 
ing like you think. I’ve been trying to help 
her, be a friend to her—the kind of a pal 
I figured Len would want a guy to be to 
his wife .. .” 

“His wife!” I gasped. 

Chris gave me a blank look. “Sure, his 
wife. You mean she never told you? They 
were married the time they took that trip 
to Kansas City to see his folks. Then when 
he came back and got sent away so quick, 
they decided to keep it a secret until every- 
thing was all over. He gave me those 
things tied in that handkerchief like that 
just in case, and well—I sort of figured 
that if you make a promise to a guy you 
might as well keep it.” 

“Oh, Chris.” I sobbed and let myself 
fall into his arms. “What a horrible fool 
I’ve been! And she tried to tell me tonight 

. and I wouldn’t listen.” 

“There, there, honey, don’t cry,” he con- 
soled. “It wasn’t all your fault. Maybe 
I should have told you that first night. But 
Len told me you didn’t know, so I figured 
it was best to talk to your sister first be- 
fore I started blabbing my mouth. I didn’t 
know it was going to lead to all this.” 

“Oh, Chris, we’ve got to find her,” I 
cried. “I’ve got to make it up to her to- 
night for all the cruel things I’ve said.” 

“Sure, sure, honey, don’t worry about a 
thing. I'll take care of it. She’s just 
around the corner, having a drink at 
Harry’s. Won’t take no time to pick her 
up. So how about drying those tears and 
making it look like a real Christmas eve.” 

And then . . . before I could put my 
handkerchief to my eyes, he had swept me 
in his arms and found my lips in one eager, 
hungry, impassioned kiss that I will al- 
ways remember. And pausing at the door 
as he started out, he turned and said, “You 
know something? I think I’ve got a little 
confession of my own to make. I never 
wore any contact lenses, and they never 
called me ‘Bicycle Eyes,’ but I think I'd 
like a wife who looks as good in ’em as 


you do.” THE END 
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“Christmas Gifts 


For The Family 


T’S HOLIDAY TIME—time to forget 
troubles and have fun, time for gift- 
giving, time to “love thy neighbor” and 
live to the fullest of the pleasures the 
season offers. 

On Christmas Eve the tree is deco- 
rated, the stockings are filled and gifts 
laid out, ready for Santa. In the distance 
Christmas carols are being sung. Church 
doors open for the everlasting worship 


and. the offering of “Peace on earth, 


good will towards men.” 





Ceremoniously, on Christmas Day 
before breakfast, the gifts are opened. 
The oh’s and ah’s, thank you’s and 
laughter fill the house. Before long it’s 
time for the turkey and all the trim- 
mings to complete a perfect day. 

To help plan the holiday activities and 
lighten the burden of shopping and 
preparation, we are offering on these 
pages some new ideas in foods, fashions 
and gift shopping, with a Merry Christ- 
mas to all! 

37 


fe 
aa ALLE 


| COOKING 


{ real holiday treat is this delicious roast 

luck in orange juice, stuffed with a delect- 

ible sweet potato stuffing. It is garnished 
with cranberries in orange cups. 


Stine 


Duck And Vegetable Dinner 
Vith sharp knife, cut along breast of 5 to 6 pound duckling. Pull 
away from flesh. Cut meat in small strips. Sprinkle duck 
th 2 tsps. kitchen bouquet, 2 tsps. salt, % tsp. ginger. Boil giblets 
ith 1 onion and 1 stalk of celery. Heat 2 tsps. fat in frying pan. 
Saute 1 minced pod garlic. Add duck, brown and add 1 cup broth, 
cup celery, 144 cups carrots. Cover and cook until tender, about 
minutes. Add 1 can mushrooms (save juice), one-half cup sliced 
allions and giblets. Combine mushroom juice, 2 tbsps. cornstarch, 
tbsps. sherry wine, 1 tsp. sugar. Add to duck and cook. 
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Braised Duck On Top Of Stove 
Wash, pick and clean thoroughly one 5 or 6 pound dressed duck. Rub 
inside of duck with seasoning. Place %4 cup bacon fat in heavy dutch 
oven and add 2 tbsps. kitchen bouquet and place duck in oven. Brown 
slowly on all sides but do not cook. Remove duck from oven and cool 
just enough to place dressing in duck. Lace the opening together with 
string, Return to oven and add 1 cup of cherry or pineapple juice. Place 
top on pan and let simmer slowly 114 hours, basting with juice occasion- 
ally. Remove cover and let finish cooking one-half hour until duck is 
tender. Garnish with steamed onions and mushrooms with white sauce. 





Duck For 


OMEMAKERS SHOULD try something new and differ- 

ent for Christmas dinner. This is where duck fits into 

the picture. There are so many new and easy methods of 

cooking duck that it is no longer considered a luxury. It can 

be prepared and served a great many ways that are really 
tasty and unusual without any extra fuss and bother. 

Good young ducklings should be between nine and twelve 
weeks old. With the exception of squab, they are the young- 
est poultry to reach the market. 

Many people, when they think of duck, think only of roast 
duck. In reality there are so many interesting ways to pre- 
pare this fowl that, with real connoisseurs, roast duck often 
takes a back seat. Homemakers are now realizing the ver- 
satility of duckling. It can be fried to a nice, tender brown, 
just like chicken and will be crisp and crunchy with a most 
delectable flavor. Fried duck is an asset to any holiday 
buffet party or meal. 

There are also a great number of casserole dishes, stews 
and fancy dishes, such as pineapple duck, barbecued duck, 
Chinese duck, along with duck soups, salads and molds, 
which are highly palatable and worth trying. 

Duck is one fowl which lends its frame to fancy stuffings 
and bastings and “wears” them well from the standpoint of 


taste. Such stuffings as apple, cranberries, peanuts, sweet 


Gnidia Duck With Gidine 


Skin one 5 or 6 pound Long Island duckling and cut in small pieces. 


Place in bowl and sprinkle with 2 tsp. kitchen bouquet. Cook skin, fat 
and giblets in 3 cups of water and 2 tsps. salt until tender. Strain, skim 
off fat and place %4 cup in frying pan. Add duck and brown on both 
sides. Place browned duck in deep baking dish. Combine 2 cups duck 
broth, 2 thsps. currant jelly, 3 thsps. cornstarch, % cup orange juice, and 
1 can sliced buttered and broiled mushrooms. Cook 10 minutes. 
12 small white onions and place in casserole with duck. Pour sauce over 
top—cover and bake at 350° 


for one hour. Serve with cooked rice. 


Peel © 


Christmas 


potatoes and wild rice are enriched by the flavor of duck. 
Bastings like pineapple, orange juice, lemon and cherry, and 
all sorts of wines are used to a great advantage. Dishes 
which accompany duck are basically the same as those that 
go with any other fowl. There are a few good rules to fol- 
low when cooking. 

At a roasting temperature of 300° F. to 325° F., the breast 
and leg meat is juicy and delicious. Higher roasting tem- 
peratures result in more shrinkage and drying out. 

A dressed duck weighing four and one-half to five pounds 
should be roasted about 114 hours in a slow oven at 325° F. 
The duck will be well done, but juicy and succulent. 

The skin of the duck should not be pricked before roasting. 
Pricking, even when carefully done, has the disadvantage of 
allowing the flavorful meat juices to escape. 

Fat may be added to the dressing for roast duck. Experi- 
ments show that no fat collects inside the duck during the 
roasting process, as there are no inside fat layers. 

Although duck meat is all dark, it is rich in calcium, potas- 
sium and iron, as well as many other nutriments which are 
so vital to human growth and health. 

Keeping these facts foremost in mind, mothers will find a 
great amount of delight in planning new dishes and including 
tender, Long Island duckling for the family. 
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Broiled Quartered Duckling 


Cut 2 Long Island ducklings in half, remove back bone. Wipe with 
damp cloth. Place skin side down on ungreased broiling rack in 
pre-heated broiling compartment Broil 20 minutes. Combine 4 
cup honey, | tsp. kitchen bouquet, % tsp. salt, % tsp. ginger. Brush 
duck with mixture. Turn and brush other side, broil 20 minutes 
longer. Brush with mixture again before removing from oven. Brown 
and remove from oven. Cut in quarters, place on service plate. 
Serve with potato sticks, wedges of orange and good mixed green 
salad. 
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FASHION 


YHERE 
hat 


Winter Hats 


seems to be no set uniformity 


The hats 


styles this season. 


ch Parisian and American milliners 
showing leave the selection of head- 


open 


to the individual taste for the 


time in many years. 
casual wear, hat shoppers will 
| smart cloche styles, narrow or wide 


1s, jaunty sailors, accentuated berets, 


key hats and a wide array of gay 


how c 


olors in all sorts of materials. 


ewels, feathers and grossgrain rib- 


add t 


tions. 


he extra sparkle of life to the 


[he easy-to-wear profile line registers 


ic ot 


al sty les. 


1 flatter 


the most popular and easy-to- 
It carries the “young look” 
s the wearer. The trimming is 


-d to place emphasis on the side line 


the hat. 


ant black hats that go any: place 


Linte 


. large 


one in black melusine felt, 
black jet trim; the other 


iny black soleil, with the three- 


ered 


Ll jewe 
op veil. 


effect and hand embroi- 


l trim, with short chicken 
Hats by Kighschelle. 


When hat shopping today, women will 
find just about any style, shape or color 
to suit and blend with their winter ward- 
robes at a moderate price to fit the 
budget without too much effort. Even 
the hand 
within budget reach. 

Bags and gloves too, are being shown 


made-to-order varieties are 


in many fascinating and unusual styles. 
The ingenious, roomy pouch bag and 
the over-the-shoulder varieties are most 
popular. Women seem to lean toward 
roomy, carry-all bags. 

Gloves are of soft, suede cloth, hand 
stitched in all lengths in many gay col- 
ors. There’s no need to worry over the 
color-blending of accessories this season. 
There seems to be an ample supply in all 


shades to choose from. 


Felt cloche has black felt brim with four 
bands of self fabric joining at the top with 
a button. The crown is orange jersey. 


Jaunty profile beret of burnt orange felt is 
accentuated by orange-toned feathers. 
Shoulder bag is light orange-toned calf. 


a Bs | 
Casual hat has “three-leaf clover” shaping 
in beige felt. Robin Hood crown and 
parrot feathers match any outfit. 





Style No. 492 
Sizes: 9-17 
10-20 


Sizes: 40-48 


Style No. 21 


Style No. 491 
Sizes: 9-17 
10-20 


Sizes: 40-48 


10.98 


7" 


4 - 


Sizes: 40-48 
1642-28 


10.98 


Style No. 492—Our rayon faille 
is’ Braid-Bound and always on 
the go!—The two-way dress for 
gals who are going places! Pert. 
pocketed and ready far any oc- 
casion .. . worn with or without 
its colorful, braid-bound cover- 2 
arm jacket. Black with gray a 
jacket, navy with red, brown with 
beige. 


=~ 


a 
H 
Style No. 609 — Dramatic float- g 
ing panels give this lovely dress 6 
fashion’s newest look. Bewitching & 
keyhole neck and embroidered 6 
neckline frame your pretty face. © 
Extra long back zipper and shirred ‘ 
waist. Finest quality rayon crepe ‘4 
in black, navy, grey or green. * 


Style No. 21 — Velvet trims a 
Shorty Pyramid — Plus Sheath 
Skirt cut stem slim; both fashion 
highlights, both at this one low 
price. This versatile topper fea- 
tures the velvet touch with rich 
velvet collar and buttons. Finest 
crease-resistant gabardine in navy, 
black, brown, grey. 


Style No. 491—Check Our Rayon 
Faille Two-Piecer—for its day 'n 
evening style, its nipped, clipped 
jacket that pretties your hips, its 
jaunty collar and cuffs and gem- 
like jet buttons. In black, navy, 


grey, green. 
Qe 
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Skylark Originals “* 


153 W. 27th St., New York 1, N. Y. 


Piease send me the following dresses. If not 
i I may return in 10 days for refund. 


D I enclose full amount $ » you pay 


posage 
0D) I enclose $1.00 deposit. Send C.O.D. I'll 
Pay postman balance plus postage. 
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{ shampoo is worthless if the hair is not soft, well-cleansed, and easy to handle. This 
ftness can only be obtained by thorough rinsing with plenty of water. Rub rinse 
water through the hair with the fingers. 


eee Riese 


r r HERE ARE occasions when a woman 
cannot afford the time or money for 
1 trip to the beauty shop to have her 
hair washed and must do the job herself. 
There is no necessity for the “I can’t” 
omplaint, since good shampoo methods 
are easy and involve very little equip- 
nent. 

There are a number of good, easy-to- 
use shampoos on the market and mak- 
ing your own shampoo by the old meth- 

d of shaving soap is passé. These sham- 
poos are made with ingredients that 
timulate and give new life and sheen to 





Before shampooing hair, brush up and 
down to loosen and remove dandruff. Give 


hair and scalp. hair 100 brush strokes. 


Select a shampoo suited to your espe- 
ial needs. If your hair and scalp are 
lry, a shampoo with a lanolin base and 
superior lathering action is best. For 
oily hair thereds a soapless type of sham- 
poo which takes care of the oil flow and 
an be used in hard water. Don’t be 
ifraid to soap the hair and massage the 
hampoo in to reach the scalp. Give the 
calp plenty of action. 

tinsing is vitally important for both 

home and beauty shop shampooing. At 
home the bath spray does a complete 
job. There are wonderful rinses which 
can be applied to home-washed hair. 





j ~~ 9 Z 
Attach bath spray, wet hair well before ap- 
plying shampoo to hair. Rub shampoo into 
scalp with circular motion of fingers. 
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Home 


Shampoos 
Are 


Effective 
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Place shampoo apron tightly around neck. 
Plastic or rubberized materials are best, 
as water will not soak through. 
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Rinse thoroughly—apply shampoo again 
and resuds hair and scalp. Be sure to reach 
nape of the neck. Use plenty of water. 
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Place clean towel on sink. Use clean comb 

and brush. Beat egg in small bowl until it 

is blended and frothy. Other rinse prepara- 
tions may be used. 


After hair is thoroughly cleansed, rinsed, 

apply beaten egg massage well through 

hair and scalp with finger tips. Rinse again 
with warm water. 


Wrap hair in bath towel patting out excess 

water. Comb the hair well and brush again 

with a clean brush in preparation for 
setting pin curls. 





YOU CAN BE GLAMOROUS WITH Codorce2™ 


HUMAN HAIR STYLES 


SEND ONLY $1.00 WITH ORDER — PAY BALANCE C.O.D... 
AND RECEIVE 
Sf 


CORONET 

OME COLD WAVE KIT 

A $2.30 GIFT WITH YOUR ORDER 
* OFFER LIMITED TO SUPPLY 


LIFELIKE 
CcuaLs 


BEAUTIFUL 


NATURAL 
LOOK 


$21°° Full CaP wic 
MIXED GRAY $2450 





SATISFACT 


10 STYLES IN 1 
“CHANGEABOUT” 
SwiTcn 

SMALL 4% 


men. *5% 


GIANT $995 


Switch Styles 
Sent With Order 











CLUSTER 
OF CURLS 


ENCLOSE 
SAMPLE 
or 
CHECK 
HAIR 
SHADE 





SINGLE PAGEBOY HEAVY 





deposit in cash, money 
get C.0.D, Plus FREE COR 
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@ OFF BLACK 
MH DARK BROWN 
BROWN 
MIXED GREY 
$1.50 EXTRA 

































| INTERIORS 


Let Your 
Children 


Pick Their 
| F urniture 


Po | 








»st unique child’s table features four 
ls that swing under the table when not 
tse. The stools, twelve inches in diam- 

are lacquered in lemon, plum, avoca- 
ind tangerine. The nut-brown table top 

5 inches in diameter. Designed by H. P. 

Glass. 








Sey 
toys gives 


verly-designed chest for 

ents a chance to teach a child to keep 

pull toys in the tangerine swinging 

wer and his blocks in the lemon drawer. 

irty-one inches high, the two can be 

icked together as a large dresser or one 
can be set on a bench. 
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Juvenile desk can afford excellent training for tomorrow’s executive or career girl. A 
swinging drawer bin holds records, bank books, crayons, turtles, found beach treasures. 


HILDREN today are certainly most 
observant of their surroundings and 
everything that affects their daily lives. 
The modern trend of living affords them 
a bit more freedom of thought than usu- 
al. Their little minds are definitely made 
up and they know what they want—they 
want to be noticed and their desires ob- 
served. 

Children should be encouraged and 
allowed to plan for their own comfort 
and express their tastes in furnishings, 
just as grown people do, for children too 
have their likes and dislikes and are af- 
fected by surroundings. 

A complete new design in furniture 
for children called the “Swing Line” has 
been introduced to the market. The col- 
ors are bold shades of tangerine, lemon, 





avocado, plum and nut brown, which 
will help educate the children by color 
association to keep their things neat. 

Friction-free, swinging drawer bins al- 
low the children to see and get what they 
want without the danger of drawers fall- 
ing on their toes. All the furniture, in- 
cluding tables, chairs and chests has 
been constructed of wear-resistant ma- 
terials and scaled to a child’s desires. 

The corners of the furniture are 
rounded and will eliminate accidents 
caused by sharp angles. 

The lacquer finish will resist everyday 
wear and stains and is easy to clean, by 
wiping with a damp cloth. Like conven- 
tional type furniture for grown-ups, it 
can be made into all sorts of unit com- 
binations. 


Perfect room for juveniles is furnished in brilliant colors and for longwear. Junior bed 
has two removable guard rails to keep tots from falling out. 
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BEAUTY 


Slimming Waistline 
And Stomach 


Regular, conscientious body exercising slims stomach and 
waist. Raise body off floor, keeping taut, placing all weight 
on hands, neck forward. Repeat exercise ten times. 


F YOU desire a Hollywood figure and want to look smart 

in the new hourglass fashions, your waistline and stom- 
ach must be kept in shape. It is your job to analyze your 
figure and be honest with yourself as to what and where 
you need slimming the most. We must remember to try to 
see ourselves as others see us. 

Exercise can and definitely will decrease your measure- 
ments and it makes the body firmer and does away with 
flabby flesh. By exercising as part of your daily routine and 
watching your diet and calories, you can automatically keep 
your body in good shape. 


To keep thighs and legs slim and tummy flat, lie flat on one side, 


one arm extended, the other bracing body. Breathe deeply. 


Diets and exercise require will power. After a fifteen or 
twenty-minute workout, you can’t dash out and eat a choco- 
late nut sundae or a double malted milk. Think a minute 
and turn to a glass of fruit or vegetable juice. 

Keeping a trim, neat figure is no snap, but the results in 
eye appeal, are worth the time and effort. Why not invite 
a friend or neighbor in to work out with you? Company 
always helps. Bear in mind that too much exercise is just as 
bad as not enough. It’s not muscles you are developing, but 


a good-looking figure. 


Exhale to count of two, raise leg, keeping a stiff knee. Do this 
five times, then reverse position. Be sure body is rigid. 
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Time For The 


Christmas Spirit 


7 EAR in and year out the same old 
question of what to buy for each 
other for Christmas is a problem to each 
member of the family. Shopping is long 
and tiresome and making up one’s mind 
as to the gift is just as difficult. 

No matter how early the start, it seems 
that there is never quite enough time 
and the last minute rush puts everyone 
in a complete dither. 

One great help to Christmas shoppers 
is ordering by mail. There are a num- 
ber of small gift shops which make a bus- 
iness, and a good one, out of mail shop- 
ping. A great number of the gifts are 
practical, unusual and cleverly packaged, 
and are the sort of gifts you won't see 
every place. 

Then, too, there are a number of gifts 
that last and are not in the ordinary 
class of Christmas goods. Practical and 
useful gifts are always appreciated. Ho- 
siery, lingerie, fruits, jellies, dishes and 
silverware are among the gifts which 
should cause little or no doubt in the 
mind of the giver. 

Mother always loves things she can 
call her own, yet share with the family. 
Dad likes special attention and personal 
things, such as pipes, tie clasps, ashtrays, 
fishing or golfing equipment and slip- 
pers. Big sister always goes for fussy 
and personal things such as stockings 
and perfume, while baby Sis likes her 
dolls and toys which pertain to her play- 
house. Brothers, old or young, want the 
rough type of gifts such as sleds, skates, 
bicycles and constructive toys and trains. 
Sweaters, socks and books will suit all 
boys from two to twenty. 

After the family, comes friends and 
associates, and the old rule of gift giv- 
ing, not for show but sincerity, should 
motivate your choice in this phase of 
your shopping and it will be most suc- 
essful. 

Here on these pages are gifts, some 
mail order and others in your local 
stores, that are bound to make your 
shopping tasks easier. 
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Basket of fruit, goodies and surprises can 
be shared with the whole family. Shipped 


from Harry and David in Medford, Oregon. 
Prices from $6 up. 





There is no need for grand- 
mother or mom to lose her 
thread when held together in 
this pincushion and thread 
holder combination. Price is 
$2.50. By Amy Abbott, P. O. 
Box 232—Croton-On-Hudson, 
New York. 





Two attractive plates mounted 

on tarnish-resistant brasswork 

in lazy susan fashion. Priced at 

$8.95. Harry and David, Med- 
ford, Oregon. 





7 


Nothing will please her more than lovely 
hose and a clever, satin-lined case to keep 
them in. Hose case by Amy Abbott. 





Gift box of Old Spice toiletries will make 

Mom’s Christmas more than merry. Box 

contains toilet water, body sachet, soap, 

and perfume bottle in red velvet bag for 
her purse. Priced at $7. 
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There is always a place in dad’s drawer for 
an extra tie clip, especially if it’s fashioned 
after his favorite sport, whether tennis, 
fishing, golfing or hunting. Designed by 
Swank, they are priced from $2.95 up. 





Pipe of his dreams is a perfect gift. All 
done up in jeweled case with velvet and 
Satin, it is a gift to be treasured for years. 
Style by Kaywood, and priced from $5 up. 














A Hollywood bed, just like mummie’s, for 
little sister’s dolls, with real mattress and 
springs. Priced at $5.95. B. C. Moses, 
3019 Prospect Avenue, Houston, Texas. 


from 
SANTA CLAUS 
North Pole 














Mailing 
VAIRRBANEKS, AL ish 
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Santa record makes a perfect gift for 
brother. Called “Santa’s Surprise,” the 
record is mailed from Fairbanks, Alaska, 
and tells all about Santa’s toy shop with 
music. Priced at $1. 





Cuddly, soft kitten or dog, comes in a cute 
plastic container. Musical, $9. Silent, $6. 
The Home Shopper, Berwyn, Illinois. 





A gay clown, made as a 
bean bag, can be tossed 
about and will stand 


straight no matter how you 


Silverware with a cute plastic duck for a throw it. Priced at $1.50. 
playmate in the bathtub is designed by Amy Abbott, P. O. Box 232, 
Holmes and Edwards, the fork is called Croton-On-H udson, New 


“Okie,” and the spoon, “Dokee.” Price $3. York. 





HEALTH 


Odor 


By Dr. Julian Lewis 
{uthor of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


: l IS a violation of the social amenities 

to be guilty of an objectionable body 
dor. It not only offends your associates 
but is an indication of a careless incon- 
iderate personality. Because the nose 
relatively insensitive to one’s own 
dor, it is easy to assume that other 
people will be equally unaware of any 
indesirable smell about your person. It 
s well known that the organs of smell 
can become so accustomed to a strong 
odor that they are no longer capable of 
responding to it. People working in tan- 
neries or the stockyards where the stench 
is very oppressive soon become so ac- 
climated to the smells that they are not 
bothered by them. 

In nearly every instance body odors 
are caused by the decomposing action of 


bacteria. The odor of rotting food in a 


£0 





Constant showering and bathing is best defense against body odors. 


garbage can has exactly the same origin 
as the offensive under-arm odor of a 
careless person. Bacteria are present 
everywhere. They are constantly seek- 
ing a place to breed. Since they require 
organic matter for food and warm tem- 
peratures for growth it makes no differ- 
ence to them where these conditions are 
found, whether in a pile of refuse in the 
alley on a warm day or in the sweat and 
shedded dead skin of the body. 
growth the bacteria process their organic 
food by a method of digestion which 
converts the matter into several foul- 


During 


smelling chemicals It is these substances 
which are responsible for the bad odors 
of rotten food or an unclean body. 
Cosmetic advertisements claim there 
are thirteen areas of the body where 
odors may arise. It is silly to so sharply 


demarcate the so-called danger zones. 
Any part of the body may give rise to 
bad odors. It is true some are more 
likely to do so than others. For instance, 
the areas which are more plentifully sup- 
plied with sweat glands and, as a result, 
sweat more profusely are more likely to 
smell than others. Freshly-secreted sweat, 
except under certain circumstances, is 
practically odorless. However, sweat 
contains certain organic substances 
which provide an excellent base for bac- 
terial growth. Since the clothing takes 
up most of the sweat, this is where de- 
composition and the resulting odors de- 
velop. Men who work with bare torsos 
seldom have an odor because there is no 
accumulation of sweat. Freshly secreted 
sweat washes the older material away be- 
fore it can decompose. But if the under: 
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clothing becomes saturated with sweat, 


the warmth, moisture, and rich organic 


matter make it an ideal place for bac- | 


terial growth and decomposition with 
the accompanying offensive odors. It is 
well known that bad smells are most 
likely to develop under the arms, around 
the breast and genital organs. This is be- 
cause a special kind of sweat glands are 
located at these points. These are the 
apocrine glands, which secrete a fluid 


thicker and richer in organic matter than | 


other sweat glands and including a large | 


amount of fat. The composition of this 
type of sweat provides a better medium 
for decomposing bacteria. The particu- 


larly rancid odor which results is due | 


chiefly to the decomposed fats. 


In addition to sweat the shedded dead | 


skin provides a potent source of odor. 


This is particularly true where there is | 


hair because the hairs hold the small 
particles of dead skin and allows them to 
the water of 


become saturated with 


sweat. Nothing is more offensive than a 


thick unclean head of hair full of dan- | 


druff and wet with perspiration. 

Obese people who sweat profusely are 
much more likely to develop bad body 
odors than thin people who sweat little. 
Fat people have crevices and folds of the 
skin which serve as excellent bacterial 
incubators. Wherever parts of the body 


come together such as under the arms, | 


beneath pendulous breasts, in the groin, 


between the toes, and in the folds of the | 


buttocks, odors are most likely to arise. | 


These places should be kept scrupulously 
clean and dry. 

In addition to the sources of odor in 
the normal body there are others which 
are the result of disease. For example, 
people with decayed teeth who observe 
poor oral hygiene often emit an extreme- 
ly foul odor. Particles of food become 
lodged in cavities or between the teeth, 
unless they are removed promptly with 
the tooth brush, will decompose rapidly, 
giving rise to a smell that is apparent at 
a respectable distance. Victims of a 
chronic draining sinusitis often give off 
an extremely bad breath. Old ulcers on 
the legs, vaginal discharges, careless 
menstrual hygiene, incontinence of urine 
or the bowels, and cancers are sources 


of bad odors. It goes without saying that 


improper cleansing in the toilet is an- | 


other source of (Continued on Page 70) 











OUTSTANDING MONEY-SA VING OFFER 


d of look—buy style-right, gorgeous Be-Bo 9 ine optical frames— 
thn your eyes against wind, dust and sun—ond SAVE mOneri A pte a selection of the newest, 
most exclusive styles made by experts from hard-to-get materials. Lenses can be replaced. 

FREE IF YOU ORDER NOW SPECIAL GIFT LEATHERETTE CASE ond LENS CLEANER WITH EVERY PAIR OF 
GLASSES. FREE 10 DAY TRIAL. . . SATISFACTION GUARANTEED .. . ORDER TODAY .. . SAVE MONEY. 


ALL IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES. —— 10 bay TRIAL! 


Style #314 >. i of o regulor 
\\ $20.00 glass. 
We 
\\ \ \ Ht ‘ 


“MISS BROADWAY” LADIES’ RIMLESS 

Premier showing. Gorgeous 24K gold plated sides and 
nose piece. Mother of Pearl eor pieces. Wide Library 
Temples are Black, Brown, Blue Pearl or Pink Peorl. 
Clear, green or Blue lens. Special low price. 


















































PAIR OF $495 
men's DELUXE BE-BOPS. 4 


HELL LOVE YOU FOR it 


Genvine Opticol Zyl. Light 
or Dark Tortoise Shell, 

Black or Light Brown 

frames. Style #201 $495 

MEN'S LIGHTWEIGHT 

Genvine Optical Zyl 
(I Tortoise Shell or 
CD Black — 
STYLE 318.......... 





















Half and Half optical beeuty with golden 
metallic design. Brown, Black, Pink $495 


or Blue frames. Style #315 








“PROFESSOR” BE-BOP 

For that intellectual look. Rimway style, 
14 carat heavy gold plated top and sides. 
Clear. green or Blue lens. Style #303 


SCHOLASTIC BOP 

The hit of the campus. 
gold plated ear pieces. 
Clear, green or Blue lens. 












$35 





Rimless 14 carat 
Latest style. 
Style #309 





$995 





8OP-TOPS FOR LADIES’ OR MEN 
Smart, appealing, flattering. Newest style. 
Brown Shell, Black, Blue Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. 


Style #106 (Ladies) $ 35 
Style #322 (Mens) 

















Please send me the following merchandise C.0.D., and | agree 
to pay postman, plus small porcel post charges. 
MARK X IN BOX — YOU ORDER 
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199 P MARKET ST. 
NEWARK, N. J. 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


























~ ECOND BABIES in the family are 

usually a real blessing but they can 
often cause trouble in families where the 
parents forget that their first-born child 
has already developed into a personality 
who feels he is due a certain amount of 
care, respect and love which should not 
be infringed upon just because another 
individual has joined the family circle. 

I know of one young couple who 
brought their second child home from 
the hospital and were shocked when 
Johnny, their 5-year-old, defiantly told 
them he was “going to flush that old 
baby down the toilet.” 

The new child has been in the family 
more than six months now but the moth- 
er cannot yet bring herself to trusting 
the baby alone with her son. Johnny 
seems to have accepted the baby’s pres- 
ence but he still shows jealousy of the 
many attentions his little brother nat- 
urally gets. 


50 


Smart parents encourage children to show interest and pride in new babies. 


This family is a good example of what 
can happen when care is not taken to 
assure the older child that he is still a 
beloved member of the family even 
though a new child has been born. These 
young parents, intelligent, well-educated 
and generally aware of correct practices 
in child care, allowed themselves to be- 


-come so excited about the arrival of the 


second-born which they had wanted so 
long that they inadvertently neglected 
the other child. 

During her pregnancy, a rather diffi- 
cult one, the mother had not been able 
to play with her child as she had before. 
She had to spend some time in bed and 
the child knew that it was because of the 
baby which they told him was coming. 
Thus even before the child was born, the 
five-year-old had built up resentment. 

When time came for the mother to go 
to the hospital, she asked an aunt to 
come stay with the family. The aunt 








Second 
Babies 


Often Create 
Problems 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, 
Northwestern University 


was an excellent housekeeper and a good 
cook but she had little patience with 
children. The boy soon began to resent 
the aunt’s strictness and he naturally 
transferred this resentment. to the baby 
who was the cause of his mother’s going 
to the hospital and the aunt’s arrival to 
take care of him. 

From the day his mother came home 
from the hospital, Johnny found himself 
constantly pushed into the background 
by people who were taking care of the 
baby. Used to eating with his mother 
and father, he now found himself eat- 
ing alone because his mother was feed- 
ing the baby. Every time he began to 
play a little noisily, there was someone 
shushing him with the admonition, 
“Sshh, you'll wake up the baby.” 

These parents love their first-born just 
as dearly as they love the new baby. In 
fact once the household had become ad- 
justed to the new arrival, they did their 
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best to comfort little Johnny and to 


make him feel that he was loved and 
wanted, but it will take some time before 
he will again feel as he did before. 

The mother now realizes that she 
made several very obvious mistakes 
which could easily have been avoided. 
Thinking of her husband’s comfort and 
the cleanliness of her house, she asked 
her aunt to come stay with the family 
rather than inviting husband’s sister who 
was not too good a housekeeper but who 
loved children and was Johnny’s favorite 
relative. 

When she came home from the hos- 
pital, the mother was so busy getting the 
baby settled that she paid only cursory 
attention to Johnny who obviously had 
missed her very much and had hundreds 
of things which he felt he must tell her 
right away. 

“We were so worried about the baby’s 
comfort that we did neglect Johnny,” 
she says. “We now know that it would 
have been better to let the baby cry a 
little while we showed some attention to 
Johnny. Babies can take a lot more 
than most of us mothers feel they can.” 

Johnny’s mother is exactly right. 
Babies are made of pretty durable stuff 
and it rarely hurts one to cry for five 
minutes or so while the mother diplo- 


| matically sees that her older child is con- 
' tent and well-occupied before she goes 
| to care for the baby. 


Johnny’s father could also have helped 
alot in those trying days when his moth- 
er could not give too much time to her 
first-born. The father could have spent 
much more time than usual with the boy, 
taking him to new places and playing 
with him each evening after work. Even 
the visitors who came in to see the baby 
could be used to help make Johnny feel 
an important part of the family. They 
could have been judiciously steered to 
Johnny first and then to the baby, thus 


| letting the child know he was still ap- 


preciated. Some wise mothers make it 


| the first child’s duty to act as guide for 
} the visitors and it is not unusual to see a 
five-year-old leading a grown-up over to 
| the crib and saying, “We've got to be 


teal quiet ‘cause she’s still sleepy.” 
With an older child it is even more 
Important that he be given some little 


duties which will make him feel a respon- 


§ sible part of the family. In some fami- 


lies the first child is 10 or 12 years old 
before the arrival of the second child. 
This in itself is (Continued on Page 66) 








Men Zvé Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 








works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 

always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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RAVEEN Dept. 1-4 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 

Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
tisk offer 

(CO! enclose $1.20 
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Money back quarantee 


Try RAVEEN according to direc- 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 
turn unused portion of jar and full 


C Send C.O.D. plus postage 
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Battle 
Of The 


In-Laws 





(Continued from Page 27) 


Dad’s drunken entrance had proven a 
climax that would have thrown any host 
into a fit. But Jerry wasn’t having a fit. 
[ might have felt better if he had. Instead, 
he was quiet, controlled and kind. 

“Tired, Kitten?” he asked me _ sym- 
pathetically. 

I nodded, watching him fold the bridge 
table. “Did Dad go to bed?” I asked, still 
embarrassed even though we were alone 
1OW, 

“IT don’t know. He—he was pretty high,” 
Jerry grinned ruefully. “Want me to run 
up and check?” 

Please.” I didn’t meet Jerry’s eyes. 
“ll finish up down here.” 

\fter he’d gone, I sat down again, star- 
ng moodily at a spot on the rug. Why had 
Dad picked tonight of all nights to create 
1 scene? Why couldn’t he either come 
home sober when he knew Jerry and I had 
guests, or have the decency to stay out 
intil they’d gone? His jokes, intended to 
be witty, were either corny or in bad taste, 
and his flirtations with the women were 
pathetic. And to make matters worse he 
never failed to get into some pointless 
argument with someone, with his liquor 
naking him loud and wrong. 

| prided myself on being able to make 
such calm criticisms of my father. By all 
logic, he should have stayed down on the 
farm with my older brother Ted. Ted was 
running the place all by himself now, and 
Dad and my kid brother Bill were needed 
for spring planting. Yet both of them were 
firmly established in our home, seemingly 


forever. 

The screech of brakes and the clatter of 
Bill’s jalopy out front brought me to my 
feet and I reached the door just as the bell 
jarred through the silent house. I flung 
ypen the. door and my fingers halted the 
lusty greeting Bill was about to give me. 

“Shhh!” I whispered, making frantic 
igns pleading for silence. “It’s two- 
thirty,” I said, pointing to my watch. 

Bill, his hat pushed back on his close- 
cropped head and a mischievous twinkle in 
his eye. tip-toed into the living room with 
He promptly bumped 


folded and 


exaggerated steps. 
into the chairs Jerry had 
propped against the wall. 

“Aw, hell, Sis,” he laughed. “Every- 
body’s sound asleep now. If they aren't, 
they should be!” 

“Quiet! You'll wake up the whole neigh- 
borhood! Where’ve you been?” I de- 
manded sternly. 

He shrugged and dug into a plate of 
sandwiches on the coffee table. “Out. We 
had a little game going, and—” He gulped 
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a sandwich and looked at me accusingly. 
“Say! Stop treating me like a kid, Cora. 
I’m 18 now.” 

“But I’m older than you are, Bill,” I 
argued. “And since Dad doesn’t do it, 
someone has to keep tabs on you.” 

“Save it. I’m not in the mood for a 
lecture tonight.” He picked up an almost 
empty bottle of gin and sniffed it. “Dad 
home yet?” 

I snatched the bottle from his hand and 
glared disapprovingly. “He is. Almost 
broke up our party.” 

Bill grinned. “Juiced, huh?” 

“Bill, he’s drinking too much and it 
worries me. I—don’t know what to do— 
how to handle him when he gets that way.” 
I shook my head. “I don’t understand it. 
He never drank at home—” 

“Oh, let him alone, Cora,” Bill mum- 
bled, beginning on another sandwich. “The 
poor guy’s just sowing some wild oats. A 
little late in life, Pll admit, but he never 
had any fun on the farm.” Bill shrugged 
his shoulders. “And now that Mom’s gone, 
he has to do something.” 

“I know, we all miss her,” I murmured, 
my heart giving a little twinge, “And Dad’s 
completely lost without her. I guess that’s 
why he left the farm in the first place. But 
he came here for a visit, Bill, and it’s been 
two months now. Ted needs him—both of 
you.” 

Bill stood up and yawned widely. “I 
don’t blame Dad. I couldn’t take it any- 
more, either. Later for the rural life 
much later!” 

I ran a hand through my hair. “But it 
isn’t fair to Ted,” I protested. “It isn’t 
as if he were married and—” 

“Nuts!” Bill stretched lazily, then patted 
my cheek affectionately. “Ted loves what 
he’s doing. Besides, since he’s the oldest, 
the farm will go to him some day, so why 
shouldn’t he do the work?” He started 
for the stairs. 

“But listen, Bill,” I pleaded, “If Dad 
went back to the farm he wouldn’t be able 
to drink so much. The nearest town is 12 
miles away and—” 

He leaned down and rumpled my hair. 
“Keep that up and you'll have gray hair!” 
He took a couple of steps, then turned to 
grin down at me. “By the way, don’t bother 
to wake me in the morning. Lost my job 
today.” 

. “Oh, Bill!” I cried, despairingly. 

“Who wants to work in the stockyards, 
anyway?,” he complained, avoiding my 
eyes. “But don’t worry, I’ve got a good 
deal lined up. Maxie—he’s a pal of mine 
—makes as much in a day as I did in a 
week. He’s going to fix it up with the guy 
who runs the bookie joint where he works.” 

“A bookie joint!” My heart tipped over. 
“Bill Edwards, are you deliberately trying 
to get yourself into trouble? What kind of 
place is that for a kid like you? You know 
they’re illegal, that the cops will—” 

“There you go, worrying again!” His 
grin vanished and his jaw set. “I can take 
care of myself.”. He took the stairs two at 





a time and I leaned limply against the 
newel post, staring up after him. 

Chicago, I knew, was no good for Dad 
and Bill. But neither of them took any 
of the hints I made about leaving. I just 
couldn’t tell them to get out because | 
loved them so dearly. I refused to hurt 
their feelings, yet—if they stayed, it might 
mean the ruin of them both. 


\ ‘THEN I FINALLY went upstairs, 

Jerry was sitting on the edge of the 
bed. reflectively smoking a cigarette. “The 
old man is tucked in for the night.” he 
announced, then took a deep drag and blew 
out the smoke wearily. “Cora, you've got 
to make the two of them go home.” 

I kicked off my shoes irritably. “T’ve 
tried everything I can think of, Jerry, but 
they just ignore me. I can’t order them 
out, can [?” 

“T could,” he observed quietly. “It would 
be different if they had no place else to go, 
Kitten. But it doesn’t make sense for you 
to slave for them day after day until you're 
so dog-tired you have no time left for me.” 

“They pay their way.” I reminded him 
sharply. “Dad buys groceries and Bill gives 
me ten dollars every week—” 

“And borrows it back before payday— 
when he’s working! You and I never have 
any fun any more,” he grumbled. “Look at 
the scene your Dad made tonight, and 
Bill made enough noise to wake the dead 
when he came in. Where was he until this 
time of night, anyway?” 

“T don’t know,” I admitted wearily as | 
got into bed. “But making them leave our 
house won’t solve anything, Jerry. This 
way, I can at least keep an eye on them.” 

“You're killing them with kindness,” 
Jerry burst out. “You’re only pampering 
them. Can’t you see that?” He sat down 
on the bed and pulled me to him. “I love 
you, Corey,” he whispered fiercely. “We've 
got to do something before we wind up like 
so many other people who forget their 
marriage vows.” 

My throat constricted. ‘“That—that can't 
happen to us, Jerry!” 

His arm stole around my waist. “Remen:- 
ber the part about ‘forsaking all others’? 
I meant it when I said it that day we got 
married. Did you?” 

“Yes—yes, of course, darling!” I cried. 

“Good. Then you'll tell your Dad and 
Bill tomorrow?” 

My thoughts flew to Dad, sleeping it of 
in his bed down the hall. How often had 
he tucked me into bed when I was a kid! 
How many stories and songs had he in 
vented for my childish amusement? And 


Bill—he was three years younger than! 
and I’d always adored him. Could I tel | 


them point-blank that they were no longer 
welcome in my house? Did loving Jem 
mean forsaking everyone else I loved? 
Tears blurred my eyes. “Darling, I'll ty 
again to get them to go—I promise yol 
Only— let me do it my way. Please, Jer 
ry?” I leaned my head on his shoulder. 
“I just can’t hurt Dad and Bill,” I said 
softly. “I couldn’t bear to put them out d 
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tomers, whose hair was dull, dry and brittle due to 
lack of sufficient natural hair oils. “Today,” says 
Miss Ford, “her hair is her crowning glory .. . I 
wish you could see how lustrous, how beautiful it 
looks. Kotalko supplements natural oils, adds silky 
smooth beauty that every woman loves! It really 
rates hair raves!” 
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marvelous medicated Kotalko and three large bars 
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druggist today! 
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Help your hair become more normal... get Kotalko at your neigh- 
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“My hair was 5 mess—short and fuzzy, caused by 
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the finest hair preparation I’ve used.” 

Besshunter Robinson, Chicago, Illinois 
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the house. Just a little more time, dear— 
that’s all I ask.” 

I made a row of kisses from his throat to 
his chin and his arms tightened around me. 
He buried his face in my hair with an 
eager moaning sound and I knew I'd won 
my point. His lips found mine and ecstasy 
like an electric current raced along my 
spine as I returned kiss for kiss. It was the 
same thrill Jerry’s embrace had set off 
when we’d met and fallen in love. And 
now, all the problems and the worries fled 
before his soothing caresses and all that 
mattered was that this was a part of our 
marriage that was still alive and wonder- 
ful—and sacred. 

But long after Jerry fell asleep, my 
troubled mind and strangely tense body 
kept me awake. My thoughts drifted back 
to the time when I’d first met Jerry Walk- 
er. No one but Jerry would have thought 
of spending a vacation drumming up trade 
for his firm, on his own time. That’s what 
Jerry had been doing. He'd traveled 
through Indiana and then dropped down 
into Kentucky, finally arriving in the town 
12 miles from Dad’s farm. It had been 
late August, three years ago, and the Coun- 
ty Fair was in full swing. 

Dad and the rest of us—Ted and Bill 
and I—were looking at the exhibits of vari- 
ous companies, alternating with exhibits 
put up by government farm agents. While 
the men folks concentrated on the farm 
equipment displays, I was interested in the 
homemaking section. Surrounded by shiny 
new pots, pans, pressure cookers and kitch- 
en gadgets, was a good looking young man, 
with a confident air about him, demonstrat- 
ing some sort of utensil. 

Something in his manner fascinated me, 
and I stood there watching until Dad and 
the boys joined me. Jerry sold us a set of 
kitchenware and learning that I was not 
married, he suggested we see the rest of 
the fair together. We had a wonderful time 
that afternoon, eating popcorn and _ pea- 
nuts, watching the contests, and riding the 
ferris wheel. At dusk, Dad and my broth- 
ers had to go back to the farm to do their 
chores, but I stayed, reluctant to end such 
a happy day. 

That night, as he drove me home, I 
learned that Jerry’s courtship was like his 
salesmanship—direct and to the point. 
“You know, Cora,” he said with that in- 
fectious grin of his, “In my business, a 
guy who beats around the bush usually 
winds up at the bottom of the sales chart. 
I intend to be the top salesman with this 
outfit I’m with, so I’ve made up my mind 
not to let any grass grow under my feet.” 

“T see you prefer the direct approach in 
other things, as well,” I said coyly, noting 
his arm that had slipped up around the 
back of the seat. 

His face grew serious in the dim glow 
from the dashboard. “I’ve always felt that 
some day I’d run into the girl for me and 
we'd both know it right then and there!” 

“Is that the way people fall in love, 
Jerry?” I asked softly. 

He nodded. “A fellow sees a girl, she 
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sees him and boom—it happens! I should 
know,” he added earnestly. “It happened 
to me today.” 

My heart sang with joy and I knew that 
we both had shared a wonderful, exciting 
experience, the once-in-a-lifetime thrill of 
falling in love at first sight. Jerry pulled 
off the road and parked. Overhead, the 
stars sparkled like sequins on a patch of 
velvet, and somewhere across the silent 
fields, a bird called to its mate. 

“Cora—darling—” Jerry’s voice was 
husky with emotion. “Now that it’s hap- 
pened, what are we going to do about it?” 

I closed my eyes and tried to calm the 
wild leaping of my heart. Jerry leaned 
toward me. “Or maybe you don’t feel this 
way—” 

My hand flew out and clutched his arm. 
“But I do, Jerry! I—I love you, darling.” 

And then, for the first time in my life, I 
knew the passion that lay sleeping in my 
heart, felt it surge like a boiling volcano 
and erupt with a violence that left me 
trembling in Jerry’s strong arms. “When 
will you marry me, darling?” he asked 
after a while. 

There was only one answer to that. I 
was ready to marry him the moment he 
asked me. Now, after two years of being to- 
gether, our love had deepened into some- 
thing that had seemed unshakable. But 
a shadow had fallen across our union, a 
problem that couldn’t be solved by Jerry’s 
magic formula, as so many others had 
been. There had been the problem of leav- 
ing his mother. alone in a six-room house 
with an unpaid mortgage. Jerry’s father 
had died a couple of years before he met 
me and he’d been his mother’s sole sup- 
port. Our problem was making the decision 
whether to live with Mrs. Walker or find an 
apartment of our own. If we did the latter, 
Jerry would have two establishments to 
keep up, an almost impossible task for a 
man who was still on his way up in his 
field. 

Nevertheless, Jerry thought it all over 
and came up with a wonderful solution. He 
talked his mother into pooling her insur- 
ance money with a friend, also a widow, 
and opening a dress shop. He argued that 
he’d heard his mother say a million times 
that she’d always wanted to own a shop, 
and since she and her friend were always 
together anyway, why not take an apart- 
ment together and save the upkeep of two 
separate ones? 

It made sense, and we’d taken over Mrs. 
Walker’s house. Everything had worked 
out beautifully, just as Jerry had predict- 
ed, that is until two months ago when my 
family had moved in and disrupted our 
smooth progress. 


No: IN THE darkness of our room, 

I twisted uneasily beside Jerry’s silent 
form. Tonight, for the first time, we'd al- 
most quarreled. Tonight, for the first time, 
I'd kept something from Jerry. I hadn't 
told him that Bill had lost another job, 
or that he was going to work in a bookie 
joint. I was ashamed of the way Dad and 


Bill were behaving, but still I loved them 
dearly and hadn’t the heart to tell them 
they were no longer welcome. At last | 
drifted into a restless sleep and when |] 
awakened, Jerry had already gone to work, 
Propped against the coffee pot was a note: 
How are chances for a date, Kitten? 

We'll go to the movies and Ill buy you 

a dinner. I want my wife to myself, for 

a change. I love you! 

Jerry 

“Oh, and I love you, too, darling!” | 
whispered fervently. When Dad and Bill 
came down, I promised myself, I'd tell 
them it was time for them to go home. Cer. 
tain that they would be reasonable once 
I explained things, I hummed a gay tune as 
I went about my housework. 

It was almost noon when Dad came 
down. His eyes were red-rimmed and 
puffed and all he could do was mumble a 
“good morning” until he had gulped down 
a cup of strong black coffee. I noticed how 
gray he was getting and how his hand 
trembled as he lifted his cup. His watery 
eyes met mine and he smiled guilelessly. 

“You're a good girl, Cora,” he said gent- 
ly. “You don’t know what it means to me 
to be here with you. After Mama died— 
I don’t know, I was at loose ends there on 
the farm. It’s awful lonely back there now, 
Cora.” He sipped his coffee, looking so lost 
and sort of bewildered that I got a lump 
in my throat. 

How could I blurt out the news that both 
Jerry and I were tired of him? I backed 
down from my original idea and brought 
up the problem of Bill. “Bill’s running 
around with a pretty wild crowd, Dad,” | 
said. “He lost his job yesterday and says 
he’s going to work for a bookie because 
he can make more money. Maybe if you 
talked to him—” 

Dad shrugged. “Bill’s young and full of 
vinegar, but he’s not a bad boy. Besides, if 
that new draft law goes through, he'll 
have to go into the army. So let him have 
his little fling, Cora. It may be the only 
chance he’ll ever have to get a little fu 
out of life.” He got slowly to his feet, a 
restless light in his eyes, and I guessed 
what was on his mind—another drink to 
clear his befuddled brain. 

“But, a bookie joint, Dad!” I exclaimed 
helplessly. “You know what that means— 
a raid, trouble with the police—Jerry won't 
like it,” I added lamely. 

“Take it easy, honey,” Dad soothed, mov 
ing toward the door. “If Bill runs true to 
form, he’ll keep the job for about a week 
and that'll be the end of that.” 

That’s the way it always wound up, ! 
thought ruefully. Neither Dad nor Bil 
seemed to be able to think straight; Da 
because his mind was usually clouded with 
liquor, and Bill because his was dru 
with youth and his new freedom. Still 
they were my family and a fierce inne 
loyalty made me resent anything Jem 


said against them, even when I knew it 


was true. 
Then I began feeling sorry for mysel 
After all, I told myself resentfully, didat 
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I have his mother over every blessed Sun- 
day? Had I ever said anything to Jerry 
about the way she criticized my father and 
Bill? This was no longer her house, even 
though she had lived there for years, and 
she had no right to force herself on us 
and fuss at my relatives. She nagged Bill 
for tracking up floors and throwing his 
clothes around, and she grumbled at Dad’s 
cigar ashes. How would Jerry like it if the 
shoe were on the other foot? If I told her 
she was no longer welcome, just as he 
wanted to do with my folks? 

That defiant mood lasted all day, but 
yanished as soon as Jerry arrived and gaily 
waltzed me around the living room. “Drag 
out the glad rags, Kitten!” he sang out. 
“We're going out on the town tonight, and 
if the money holds out we’ll even take a 
cab home!” 

He was in a happy mood and didn’t ask 
me if I'd kept my promise about Dad and 
Bill. I was glad to let sleeping dogs lie, 
and by sheer will power I managed to push 
my troubles out of my mind and enjoyed 
our evening out. As it happened, we did 
run out of money, so Jerry told the cabby 
to drive us as far as $1.50 would take 
us and we walked the rest of the way. 

I felt like Cinderella at the ball as we 
walked hand in hand through the velvety, 
lilac-scented night, for I knew that the min- 
ute we got home the clock would strike 
12 and I'd be back in my ashes again. I 
listened to Jerry’s deep, tender voice, felt 
his hand on my arm, and smiled up at 
him as we passed a street light. “I adore 
you, Jerry,” I whispered, my heart twist- 
ing with love for him. But Jerry didn’t 
even seem to hear me. His carefree mood 
had changed. He began talking, almost 
as if thinking aloud: 

“Marriage is for two,” he declared. “A 
man and wife have the right to build their 
lives together without any outside inter- 
ference. Sometimes it’s hard to take time 
from friends, from family, and devote it to 
one person alone, but that’s what the 
preacher meant when he said ‘forsaking 
all others’.” 

A chill gripped my heart. There it was! 
The clock was striking 12, and we were a 
block from home. Jerry hadn’t even waited 
until we reached home to turn my shining 
coach back into a pumpkin. And I realized 
that he hadn’t forgotten for one minute 
our talk last night. Perhaps the wonderful 
evening we’d had was just another one of 
Jerry’s high-powered sales jobs. Maybe he 
thought that buttering up to me would 
make it easier to evict my family. 

Just as we reached the house, Bill’s 
jalopy came roaring around the corner and 
jerked to a noisy stop beside us. “You go 
on in,” I told Jerry. “I—I want to talk to 
Bill.” 

His eyes flashed a question and my smile 
was meant to assure him that I would settle 
the matter once and for all. And I meant to 
do exactly that—only somehow, I didn’t. 

hen I turned to Bill, swaying uncertainly 
beside his beat-up car, he was looking at 
me like a small boy awaiting a scolding. 


He'd been drinking, but all his bluster was 
gone. 

“IT know what you’re going to say, Sis,” 
he said penitently, as we walked towards 
the house. “And I know I deserve it. I was 
out with the fellows and—well, you know 
how it is. Somebody buys a bottle of liquor 
and you just can’t back out.” 

What could I say? My mind fumbled for 
some kind of answer for this motherless 
kid. “Go ahead, give me hell!” Bill said 
bitterly. “I guess you think I’m awful un- 
grateful, Cora, but honest, I don’t know 
what I’d do without you.” His voice took 
on a boyish eagerness. “Maybe you could 
forget what happened tonight, coming 
‘home drunk like this. If you let Dad and 
me stay I'll never take another drink. 
Please don’t be mad, Sis. You’re just about 
all Dad and I have.” 

I stared helplessly at the tears starting 
down his smooth, young face. How could I 
reject my own flesh and blood? I drew a 
deep, tired breath. All I could do was 
stand by and hope and pray that he and 
Dad would get their bearings again—soon. 
So I flung my arms around my brother, 
trying to ignore the smell of liquor as I 
kissed his cheek. “Better get to bed now,” 
I said softly, then added sternly, “And I’m 
going to hold you to that promise!” 


UT LATER when I entered our room 
and I saw Jerry still dressed and wait- 
ing for me, I had misgivings. 

“Did you look in on your Dad?” he 
asked, eyeing me intently. 

I nodded, but I avoided his eyes. I had 
looked into Dad’s room and found him 
sprawled across the bed. I didn’t tell Jerry 
about the empty bottle lying on the floor 
beside him. Wordlessly, I began preparing 
for bed, holding my breath until Jerry’s 
next words broke the silence. “And what 
did you say to Bill, Cora?” 

I hung up my suit carefully, still avoid- 
ing Jerry’s direct gaze. “Oh—he promised 
he’d never drink again,” I said vaguely. “I 
guess every boy has to try it once, and—” 

“Did you say anything to him about go- 
ing back to the farm? Did you explain that 
we want our home to ourselves? Did 
you—” 

I whirled and my defiant voice cut him 
off. “No! I—I tried, Jerry. I honestly tried, 
but—well, he told me how lonely it was 
on the farm and how much he loved being 
here with me—with us.” 

Jerry made a smothered sound and I 
knew he was angry with me. Couldn’t he 
understand how much I loved Dad and 
Bill? Wasn’t he always doing things for 
his mother? So when Jerry quietly un- 
dressed without saying any more, I was 
glad to let the matter drop. It wasn’t until 
I'd turned off the light that Jerry spoke 
into the darkness. “Better go in and put 
your Dad to bed right,” he said dryly. “I 
looked in, too.” 

I winced, knowing he had trapped me in 
this instance of deliberately withholding 
something from him. But without answer- 


ing, I got up and went to Dad’s room. I 
couldn’t have been more unhappy. 

For the next week, Jerry came and went, 
but he never brought up our disagreement 
again. He spoke pleasantly enough, but 
with an aloofness that hurt more than 
angry words would have. Then one night, 
quite unexpectedly, he offered to help me 
with the dishes. I smiled at him, hoping 
that at last he was going to tear down the 
invisible wall he’d erected between us. We 
were almost through with the dishes before. 
I realized that I’'d been doing most of the 
talking. In fact, I was so happy to have 
Jerry like old times that I was gushing 
like a warm bottle of gingerale. Jerry 
placed a plate on the stack he had dried 
and said soberly, “Mom isn’t at the dress 
shop any more, Cora.” 

“Oh—?” I turned to stare at him in sur- 
prise. “But I thought she was crazy about 
the place—and it’s making money now—” 

“Well,” he broke in, “She’s not getting 
any younger, you know, and she feels it’s 
too confining. Besides, Mrs. Wilson is 
anxious to buy her out.” 

“But where will she go?” I asked. “Or 
is she going to stay on in the apartment 
with Mrs. Wilson?” 

He carefully polished the glass he held. 
“No, she wants to come here with us. I— 
I told her it was all right.” I felt as if some- 
one had dashed ice water over me as he 
continued. “You have an awful lot of work 
cooking and washing for three men. Mom 
can help you with it. She even suggested 
"ag 

But the house is already full, I thought 
desperately. Jerry and I had one bedroom, 
Dad had the other. and Bill had taken over 
the small sewing room with its studio 
couch. Where on earth would she sleep? 
But when I voiced my objections, Jerry 
gave me a strange look and I flushed guilt- 
ily. I knew what he was thinking and he 
was absolutely right. If I could take in 
my folks then he certainly had the same 
right. Not that I didn’t like Jerry’s mother, 
but she didn’t get along with Dad and 
Bill. If they fussed and argued the one 
day a week, what would it be like every 
day. month after month? 

But my hands were tied. 

“T’m afraid Bill and your Dad will have 
to bunk together.” Jerry said finally. “It'll 
work out, Cora. And it will be nice to have 
Mom helping you with the work, won’t it. 
You two have always gotten along and she 
adores you.” 

“Yes, Jerry.” I tried to sound agreeable, 
but every fibre of me was in revolt. I could 
see only friction and trouble ahead, and 
suddenly I wanted to break down and cry. 
Why couldn’t Jerry and I be left to live our 
lives alone? Why must our home be turned 
into a hotel? I thought resentfully. 

Mrs. Walker moved in the next day, and 
I guess I asked myself those questions a 
million times in the next month. Bill and 
Dad both grumbled about sharing the same 
room, but in the end they had to be con- 
tent. It seemed that Jerry’s mother deliber- 
ately hunted up things to quarrel with them 
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about. And in retaliation, both Dad and 
Bill gave her a hard way to go. They crit- 
icized her cooking, complained about the 
way she ironed their shirts, and they al- 
ways squabbled with her about what pro- 
crams the radio would be tuned to. Bill 
made it a point to make as much noise as 
he could when he came in late, and more 
than once, Dad stumbled against her door 
in his tipsy moments, apologizing loudly 
for waking her up.., 

For her part, Mrs. Walker never failed 
to meet them halfway in every skirmish. 
She would get up in the middle of the 
night and scold them for being a pair of 
no-goods. I had always considered her a 
wonderful cook, but even I couldn’t eat 
some of the awful meals she insisted upon 
preparing. The shirts she ironed did look 
terrible, and until now, I’d never noticed 
that she preferred opera—which Bill and 
Dad hated—to comedy shows. 

lhrough all this bickering. Jerry moved 
like someone far removed from worldly 
things. He never took sides in any of the 
arguments, and he’d eat the scorched food 
without a murmur. He ignored me just as 


well, never once suggesting we go out to- 
gether. He never kissed me, nor told me 
about his work as he used to. 


Somehow, I managed to survive, al- 
though I was getting thinner and more 
nervous day by day. I couldn’t take it much 
longer, I kept telling myself, and yet I 
went on, Things built to a climax, to an 
inevitable showdown that I expected any 
moment. But it wasn’t until Jerry began 
sniping at me that I became really fright- 
€ ned. 

I'd been out shopping for groceries one 
afternoon, and on the way home, the 
spring sunshine had been so warm and re- 
laxing on my face, that my feet automati- 
cally strayed along the path that led 
through a small park near our home. The 
soft wind was like a caress and set the 
lilacs swaying like big purple feathers. I 
dropped my packages on a bench near the 
pool and sank down beside them. It was so 
quiet and peaceful there, that I lost all 
thought of time. 

The noisy, continuous quarreling at 
home seemed miles away. For a while, it 
seemed I was back on the old farm. I 
thought nostalgically of those happy days 
when Mom and Dad had laughed together. 
and Bill and Ted and I were carefree 
youngsters and suddenly I was weeping 
softly, wondering what had happened to 
the love and affection I so desperately 
needed, but which was now gone from our 
house. 

The curious glances of the park police- 
man made me pull myself together, and 
hastily drying my tears, I hurried home- 


Ww ard. 


‘NY/ HERE’VE YOU BEEN?” | Jerry 

demanded coldly, when I went in. 
“Mom’s been waiting for you to bring 
home the food for supper. Honestly, you’d 
think that with two women in the house, 
a man’s supper would be ready when he 
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got home. I’ve had a tough day. I’m tired 
and hungry and—” 
“You've had a hard day?” I fairly 


shrieked. “That’s a laugh! Do you think 
I’ve been having a picnic these past few 
weeks?” The cold fury of my voice must 
have shocked him. Never before had I 
been so angry and at that moment I felt 
I hated Jerry with all my heart and soul. 
“T don’t have to punch a time clock!” I 
snapped. “I was sitting in the park, if you 
must know—and I wish to God Id stayed!” 

Jerry stared at me a long time with a 
peculiar look in his eyes, then he turned 
away as Mom and I began speedy prepar- 
ations for supper. Mom didn’t say any- 
thing, but several times I caught her look- 
ing at me speculatively when she thought 
I wasn’t looking. In our haste, she burned 
the chops and I let the potatoes boil dry. 
Then, the dressing I made for the salad 
curdled, and altogether it wasn’t a very 
appetizing meal we finally sat down to. 

Dad ambled in, his breath reeking of 
liquor, and 10 minutes later, Bill dashed 
in, slamming the front door and scuffing 
up the rug in the hall. When the noise 
subsided, the five of us were facing each 
other around the old-fashioned round table, 
each one glaring at the other. I felt that 
I hated every one of them at that moment. 

At last, after picking over his food, 
Jerry pushed back his plate and announced 
wearily, “I guess [’m not so hungry after 
all. I think I'll go bowling with some of 
the boys at the office.” 

Bill screwed up his face in distaste. “I 
don’t blame Jerry, Sis. This food is worse 
than the swill we fed the pigs back home.” 

“My stomach ain’t what it used to be,” 


Dad put in. “I don’t want anything, 
either.” 
“Beggars can’t be choosers!” Mom 


sniffed sharply. “At least I pay for my 
food, but I haven’t seen a red cent from 
either of you men since I’ve been here.” 

Then I hit the ceiling. Coming on top 
of everything else, this was the last straw. 
A red mist swam before my eyes as the 
three men began pushing back their chairs. 
I leaped to my feet. “Stay where you are, 
all of you!” I shouted shrilly. “I’ve got 
a few words to say and you'd better listen.” 

“I’ve got a date,” Bill protested. 

“Can’t it wait, Cora?” Jerry asked. “I 
don’t want to be late.” 

Dad rubbed his chin. “I was on my way 
to meet a fellow, who—” 

I turned on him furiously. “Where? At 
the corner saloon? Well, tonight you can 
forget about your bottle and Bill can forget 
about his date. I’ve had just about all I 
can take of this three-ring circus you've 
turned this house into. This is my home,” 
I said, my voice quivering. “Jerry and I 
were happy here until you came and 
messed up our lives.” 

“Cora, honey,” Dad stammered in 
shocked tones. “Are you trying to say 
you don’t want your old father here with 
you?” 

“Yes!” I told him, hardening my heart 
against the pleading look he _ usually 


adopted. “I’m not making you happy by 
letting you stay here—encouraging you to 
drink all the rot-gut whiskey you can find, 
I’ve always been proud of you, Dad, but— 
not when you're like this! This town is 
no place for either you or Bill.” 

“Tll be the judge of that!” Bill sneered, 

Before I could check myself, I’d given 
him a backhand slap. the way my mother 
used to do us kids. “You're not old enough 
to be the judge of anything!” I shouted, 
“Dragging in at all hours of the night— 
working in bookie joints and running 
around with Lord knows what kind of 
bums! You’ve never been able to keep a 
decent job, Bill. and it won’t be any easier 
as you get older. Besides,” I added, fight- 
ing back the tears of anger, “Neither of 
you have any right to expect Jerry to foot 
your bills.” 

“Cora!” Dad had been shocked out of 
his pleasant state of intoxication. “Are 
you saying that Bill has been gambling— 
and drinking?” 

“Well. what do you expect?” I said ae. 
cusingly. “What kind of example are you 
setting for him? You both keep talking 
about Mom—she’s probably turning over 
in her grave at the way you’ve been acting! 
Now—both of you—pack up and get out of 
here!” 

Dad stood there, his watery eyes blink. 
ing rapidly. A look of shame crossed his 
face and he said quietly, “All right, Cora. 
I—I guess I never realized—” 

“Well, ’m not going!” Bill said sullen. 
ly. “If I can’t stay here, I'll find a place of 
my own and—” 

“You'll do exactly as I say, young man!” 
Dad said firmly. “We'll go home.” His 
eyes, suddenly alive with authority, bored 
into Bill’s. He turned back to me. “You're 
right, daughter. Your mother always kept 
me on the straight and narrow, and when 
she died—I cracked up. The drinking 
helped for a while, but I guess I knew all 
along that wasn’t the way.” He straight 
ened his shoulders. “I’ve got a boy that 
needs his father, and another boy who 
needs me at home. I[—I’m sorry if | 
messed up your life, Cora. But you've 
set me straight and I only wish you’d done 
it sooner.” 

He laid a hand on my cheek and smiled 
sadly. “Come on, son,” he said to Bill 
“We're going home.” 

Then they were gone, and I wanted to 
leave, too. But I had to face Jerry. | 
turned and looked at him soberly. “Jerry 

“That was quite an explosion,” he said 
softly. “Can I go now—or is there more 
to come?” 

“I don’t have the right to ask anything 
of you,” I told him. “You don’t love me 
any more and I don’t blame you. Mar 
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riage is for two—not a mob. I know thal 
now, but it’s too late. So— I’m leaving 
too. Your mother will be here to look 
after you and—” 

“Oh, no she won’t!”” Mom declared, get § 
ting to her feet and untying the apron she 
wore. She had a smug smile on her fact 
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and Jerry smiled at her and winked broad- 
ly. “I’d begun to think you’d never get 
fed up with this doghouse!” Mom was say- 
ing. “I know I was getting awfully tired 
of burning food and starting fights. [’m 
much better making dresses than making 
trouble!” 

“IT thought you did a wonderful job, 
Mom,” Jerry smiled, his eyes twinkling. 
“You burn chops like a veteran!” 

She grinned and headed for the door. 
“Well, I'm going up to pack,” she an- 
nounced over her shoulder. 

My brain whirled in a dizzy cycle. What 
was happening? Wearily, I sank down in- 
to my chair. It was too much to figure 
out. All I knew was that Jerry no longer 
loved me. The weeks of coldness, his pick- 
ing at me, and tonight, the big blowup 
scene. Jerry had yelled at me, and a man 
doesn’t do that to a woman he loves. May- 
be if I'd exploded sooner—but no, I’d 
waited too long and now it was too late. 
Maybe he’d be glad when I was gone; 
good riddance to bad rubbish. And then 
that red mist swam before my eyes again. 
Jerry Walker had taken some vows, too, 
I reminded myself. Maybe I had been a 
weak fool, but hadn’t he taken me “for 
better or for worse?” 

“No, I’m not leaving!” I exclaimed. “I 
haven’t been much of a wife and I’ve done 
a lot of stupid things. But you married 
me, Jerry Walker, and you’re just plain 
stuck with me! I’m not moving one step 
out of this house!” But the sudden flare- 
up of defiance died out, and I faltered, 
“Unless—unless you leave me—Jerry—?” 

I couldn’t tell from his expression what 
he meant to do, but suddenly the thought 
of going on without him was too much for 
me. I burst into uncontrollable sobs, raced 
around the table and flung myself into his 
arms, 

“T love you, darling!” I sobbed. “Please 
give me another chance? [I'll never let 
anything come between us again.” 

His arms sheltered me tenderly. “You 
just try and leave!” he whispered fiercely. 
“Why do you think I plotted with Mom to 
come here if I wasn’t trying to save our 
happiness? Remember the Walker Plan? 
When you come to a problem, then back 
off, figure all the angles and go to work!” 

“You mean—?” 

He nodded. “I’m sorry I yelled at you. 
Kitten, but it was all part of my plan to 
wake you up.” 

His lips were on mine and all the hate 
and bitterness inside me melted in the 
warmth of the love that kiss promised. I 
was laughing and crying all at the same 
time, as Jerry wiped the tears from my 
eyes. The front door slammed twice. The 
first time, I heard Bill’s jalopy explode 
into action and go storming away. The 
second time, I heard a snatch of soft 
laughter and knew it was Mom, leaving 
for her dress shop. And we were alone. 

“We still haven’t eaten.” I observed. 
looking ruefully at the unappetizing dinner 
on the table. 

“That’s right.” Jerry agreed. 


“Of course, we could go out and eat,” 
I suggested. 

Jerry raised his shoulders. 
you say.” 

“Or I could fix bacon and eggs, the way 
we used to do on our honeymoon,” I said. 

A glint came into Jerry’s eyes. “I like 
the part about the honeymoon,” he said, 
taking me into his arms again. “But per- 
sonally, darling, we can skip the bacon 


“Whatever 


and eggs!” 

We did. 

As I said, it’s strange about those mar- 
riage vows. One of them can become 
more important than all the others to some 
people, but if that happens, it has to be 
guarded and nourished like a tender plant. 
I know, because until I had really and 
truly “foresaken all others,” my happiness 
was like a house built on sand. But after- 
wards, it into a_ beautiful thing, 
strong enough to last for eternity. 


THE END 
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very fortunate on her most recent Decca 
dates to have in orchestral support a studio 
band batoned by cagey composer Sy Oli- 
ver, onetime top arranger for the late 
famed Jimmie Lunceford aggregation. Sy 
is just the type of creative musician who 
can write and play for Ella. 

The backing of the Oliver band paces 
Ella on two current favorites on Decca, 
the riffers Smooth Sailing and Love You 
Madly. Coupling is executed with all the 
drive and clever phrasing that have made 
her rightful heiress to the title of “First 
Lady of Song.” 

* * * 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Prestige’s 
Two Fathers /Embraceable You with capa- 
ble altoist James Moody exhibiting a batch 
of nifty tonal ideas in a Swedish setting 
that shows some real soul. A-side is easily 
the best performance by the former Dizzy 
Gillespie reed star but the George Gersh- 
win flipper is pleasingly earful. Either side 
has enough true musical quality to catch 
on with fans as a big seller . GOOD: 
Mercury’s Sweet Lorraine/JATP Boogie, 
two piano tours by bop-influenced Kenny 
Kersey that literally glow with melodic 
runs and flourishes. Keyboard artist has 
backing of bassist Benny Fonville and 
drummer Buddy Rich on the pairing that 
should go well in juke circles . . . REC- 
OMMENDED: Coral’s A Fool Grows Wise 
Love Comes Along, showcasing baritone 
balladier Herb Jeffries on a couple of 
sweet ditties that are cut to order for his 
voice. Here is the handsome crooner in his 
best performances of recent dates. Second 
side. marked by some full and energetic 
singing by Jeffries, stacks up favorably 
with any other side he has ever done. 
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you, pal,” I told him. “An artist’s life 
isn’t the round of gay, wild parties it’s 
supposed to be. I work—hard!” 

“Tell me, Pete, do they really pose like 
this? You know, without clothes?” 

I nodded with an amused smile. 

“Nice work if you can get it!” Gil 
laughed enviously. 

Picking up my pipe, I clamped it be- 
tween my teeth and shook my head. “Be- 
lieve it or not, when I’m painting, a model 
like that is no more to me than a bow! of 
fruit or a landscape.” 

“Landscape, eh? Well, Pete, old man, 
I'll guarantee that during these next two 
months, you'll see some scenery that'll 
knock your eye out! And if it doesn’t 
make you forget New York, your work and 
Bernice, too, then shame on you!” 

I opened a bottle of wine then, and we 
sat down to plan our trip. Gil was going 
down to Martinique to get material for his 
doctorate thesis, and although he didn’t 
have a lot of money, we figured that be- 
tween the two of us, we could make it 
easily. The more we talked, the more inter- 
ested I became. The only fly: in the oint- 
ment was the thought of not seeing Ber- 
nice for two whole months. And long after 
Gil had gone I sat alone in the growing 
darkness, thinking about the woman I 
was going to marry, dreaming up every 
feature of her lovely face, recalling the 
moments of happiness we had shared. 

Bernice was so completely different from 
most of the women I knew, that when I 
first met her I didn’t even bother to re- 
member her name. It was at my first one- 
man show several months previously and 
I scarcely noticed the slim, quiet girl who 
stood on the fringes of the crowd that 
pressed around me offering the usual ex- 
travagant praise and congratulations. By 
the time she apparently got up enough 
courage to speak to me, I was in no mood 
for shrinking violets. The drinks and the 
flattery had gone to my head and I was 
making my way through the crowded gal- 
lery toward a tall, willowy redhead whose 
eyes had been playing tag with mine all 
evening. 

As I passed by my large painting of an 
African queen that hung on one of the side 
walls, I felt a tug at my arm. Somewhat 
annoyed, because I saw two other men con- 
verging on the redhead, I turned and said 
impatiently, “Yes?” 

“Mr. Rogers—I just want to tell you 
how much I’ve enjoyed your paintings,” 
said a small voice. 

I smiled mechanically and started to toss 
off the usual thanks, but there was some- 
thing about the big eyes that stared up at 
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me out of a heart-shaped face and made me 
stop. Unlike some of the other polite com- 
ments about my work I’d heard that eve- 
ning, this sounded sincere and the way 
she looked at me gave my ego a definite 
life. So I stopped and chatted for a few 
minutes, enjoying the way she took in 
every word and smiled at me as if I were 
the greatest guy in the world. Then, seeing 
that the redhead was apparently still will- 
ing, I hastily excused myself and went over 
to get acquainted. 


FEW DAYS later, my shy young 

friend showed up at my studio, remind- 
ed me that her name was Bernice Talbot, 
and insisted that I had promised to paint 
her portrait. I pretended that I remem- 
bered and, seeing no way to back out of 
it, made arrangements for her to sit for 
me. I had in mind at first doing just a 
simple charcoal sketch, but as I traced the 
delicate outlines of her face and studied 
the strength and beauty of it, I decided 
that the only way to really capture her per- 
sonality would be in oil. 

Our friendship grew as Bernice’s por- 
trait took shape under my brush and by 
the time it was finished her quiet charm 
and sincere interest in my work had won 
me completely. I remember the night I 
unveiled the painting for her. We had al- 
ready decided to make a celebration of the 
occasion so I prepared a couple of steaks 
and opened a fresh bottle of wine. 

“Oh, it’s lovely, Pete!” Bernice ex- 
claimed in delight when she saw the spic 
and span studio. “And candles too!” 

“Why not?” I smiled. “It’s not every 
night that I unveil a masterpiece.” 

“I’m dying to see it,” she said. “Where 
is it, Pete?” 

“Oh, no,” I told her. “This meal is a 
masterpiece, too, and it won’t wait. We'll 
eat first.” 

We managed to get through the dinner 
despite Bernice’s excitement, which had 
begun to grow in me, too. At last we were 
ready to look at the painting that had 
brought us together. I dragged the covered 
easel from its corner and tilted a reading 
lamp so it would serve as a makeshift spot- 
light. Then I flipped back the cover from 
the newly framed portrait and waited. 

Bernice, sitting erect in her chair, didn’t 
move or say anything. But the flickering 
candlelight that glinted off the lustrous 
black waves of her hair and caressed her 
smooth brown cheeks, sparkled on her even 
white teeth through breathlessly parted 
lips. Her eyes were aglow with a wonderful 
radiance that made my heart skip a beat. 

“Do you like it?” I asked. 

“Oh, Pete—it’s so,” She caught her quiv- 
ering lip between her teeth. “Do I really 
look like that?” she asked softly. 

I nodded, glancing from Bernice’s radi- 
ant face to the face that smiled out from 
the canvas. Yes, I had captured her as 
surely as if I had used a camera. 

She shook her head in bewilderment. 
“But the girl in the painting—she’s beau- 
tiful, Pete!” 

“And so are you,” I said, going over and 


taking her hand in mine. “I’ve never had a 
lovelier model.” 

And I meant it with all my heart. After 
the weeks of sketching and painting, | 
thought I knew intimately each detail of 
her face—the full, red, tantalizing lips; 
the deep, clear eyes with their long lashes; 
the shy, friendly smile that seemed to 
promise so much. But looking at her now, 
I saw that no artist could really duplicate 
the beauty of the desirable woman who sat 
before me. 

As an artist, I had seen many lovely 
women, many of them more than willing 
to demonstrate their charms. Yet, Bernice 
aroused in*me a powerful hunger for the 
taste of her tempting lips, a yearning for 
the sound of her voice whispering my 
name, a longing to hold her soft curves in 
the circle of my arms. Discovering this 
newly-awaked emotion, I knew that I was 
being swept up in a riptide of uncontrol- 
lable emotions that washed from my mind 
memory of every woman I’d ever known. 

Gently, I cupped her sweet face in my 
hands and tilted it until her quivering lips 
almost touched mine. Her heavy lashes 
drooped down over her eyes and her breast 
heaved with a deep sigh. I kissed her. It 
was like nothing I’d ever known, the eager 
yielding of her lips sending the want of 
her flaming through me. 

“T love you, Pete,” she breathed into 
my ear. “I—I love you so much it hurts!” 

My caresses brought a moan to her lips, 
a sound that turned into a little cry of 
protest. “Please, Pete—!” There was a 
desperate, trapped sound in her voice. 

I raised my head, looking at her ques. 
tioningly. 

“Ts that what you want?” she asked 
quietly, dropping her eyes. “Is it what you 
really want, Pete?” 

I gave a shaky little laugh and lighted 
a cigarette to regain my composure. Ber- 
nice’s fingers stole along my neck and 
traced the outline of my ear. “Maybe I’m 
no different than the others,” she said after 
a moment, “But I just want to know how 
you feel, darling.” 

It was then, for the first time in my life, 
I told a woman “I love you”—and really 
meant it. 

Now, with Gil’s vivid description of what 
our tropic holiday would be like still in 
my ears, I scoffed at the idea that any 
other woman could make me forget Ber 
nice even for a moment. I loved her and 
we would be married as soon as she re 
turned from her visit with her parents in 
Des Moines. Had I known what the next 
few weeks would bring, I think I would 
have barricaded myself in my studio and 
lived like a hermit until I could take Ber 
nice to the altar. But life is like a jigsaw 
puzzle, each piece falling neatly into place 
until it is almost finished, and then it 
is too late to change the pattern that is 
taking shape or alter one bit the final pic 
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freighter that touched every big port in the 
Bahamas and the Antilles. It wasn’t a 
luxury liner, but the accommodations were 
comfortable, and Gil and I and the other 
four passengers enjoyed an interesting voy- 
age. At last, one bright morning, with the 
sun tinting the calm Caribbean, we sailed 
into the big harbor of Fort-de-France. 

I fell in love with Martinique with my 
first sight of its sun-drenched shores. The 
breath-taking beauty of the island held me 
spellbound as the big ship was maneuvered 
into her berth. Gil joined me at the rail. 
“What did I tell you!” he exclaimed. 
“Isn’t it like I said it would be? Even bet- 
ter?” 

He was right. No mere words could do 
justice to the tropical splendor that spread 
itself before our astonished eyes. Perhaps 
brush and paint could capture the rich, 
colorful atmosphere and the joy of life 
radiating from the chocolate, cinnamon 
and golden-hued faces of people who lived 
there. I resolved to spend my time trying 
to duplicate on canvas what nature had 
provided in great abundance here in the 
French island of Martinique. 

Someone in my department at the uni- 
versity had given Gil the name of a mer- 
chant who might be able to find rooms 
for us. The shop was located on the ground 
floor of a three-story building a short dis- 
tance from a wide, palm-lined thorough- 
fare. The balconies and quaint iron 
grillwork reminded me of New Orleans. 
but Gil, who had been to Europe. said the 
architecture and the sidewalk cafes were 
much like those in the old world. Luckily. 
we were able to rent two rooms directly 
over the shop at a ridiculously low figure. 
I found that my room was light enough for 
painting, but with the warm, clear air and 
the fresh sea breezes, I was sure I wouldn’t 
be spending much time indoors. 

Time drifted along like the lazy gulls 
that soared over the harbor, riding the air 
currents and barely moving their long. 
curved wings. Each day I'd take my sketch 
pad or my folding easel and set out. Some- 
times I’d catch the scene at a native market 
place, or visit the waterfront park and fill 
my pad with the intriguing types of faces 
produced by the merging of Negro and 
Latin peoples. I'd work until the heat of 
the day, then join Gil at one of the cafes. 
where we’d take an outdoor table. 

After luncheon, we'd head for the beach 
and relax on the fine white sand. Often 
we'd go sailing with native fishermen and 
while Gil plied them with questions about 
their lives, I added their strong, weather- 
beaten features to my growing collection 
of West Indian sketches. 

A month passed at this pleasant, leisure- 
ly pace, and only later did I learn that it 
was the calm before a storm that was to 
rival a tropical hurricane in its fury. It 
began innocently enough when I decided 
to journey into the interior of the island to 
see the sugar cane plantations and the 
people who worked the cacao, banana and 
coffee crops. Gil was still gathering mate- 
rial in and around the city, so I traveled 


alone. By cart and by foot I made my way 
through villages and countryside to the 
city of Gros Marne. There, the first faint 
rumblings of the oncoming storm began to 
disturb the peace I’d found, but I took no 
notice. 

There was to be a celebration that night. 
the innkeeper told me and suggested that 
if I was looking for local color I should 
be on hand. “There will be singing and 
dancing, M’sieur.” he chuckled, adding 
with a sly wink, “And beautiful mam- 
’selles!” 

As I wondered about the town that day. 
I saw that my host had not been mistaken 
about the beautiful women, for on every 
street, in every marketplace were evidences 
that Nature had poured her favors on the 
people as well as the country. And on every 
hand I saw preparations being made for 
the festivities that night; bright buntings 
hung from windows, colorful flowers had 
been gathered by the armful, and there was 
a contagious feeling of happiness and 
gaiety in the air. 

By nightfall, the streets were crowded 
with singing. laughing men and women 
and children. The dark rum flowed from 
huge casks like water. but I saw no one 
intoxicated from the potent liquor; it 
seemed only to increase their capacity for 
lusty singing and wild, endless dancing. 
Someone in a group of young men and 
women that swept past me clamped a large 
straw hat on my head and after a few 
drinks, I became part of the swaying mass 
of people moving through the streets to- 
ward the town square. 

With my serviceable, but limited knowl- 
edge of French, I was able to learn that 
this was a ritual observed each year by 
some sect that lived in the interior of the 
island. With songs and dances they paid 
tribute to Mont Pelée, the active 4.000-foot 
volcano at the northern end of Martinique. 
Long before I reached the square I could 
hear the throb of native drums and the 
curious chant of the celebrants. I pushed 
through the mass of spectators crowded 
around the dancers who had come down 
from the hills. 

In the center of the dancers was a tall, 
muscular man, his half-nude, dark brown 
body glistening in the torch light. I gath- 
ered that he represented Pelée and that 
the leaping women circling around him 
were supposed to be the flaming hot lava 
that erupted from the volcano in 1902 and 
destroyed the city of St. Pierre. Faster and 
faster beat the drums, the wailing chant 
floated high in the summer night, and the 
bare arms and legs of the dancers whirled 
in a wild frenzy. 

Then suddenly on the edge of the crowd 
opposite me I saw a tall young woman, 
her tawny face reflecting the excitement 
of the dancers. The flickering light cast 
shadows over her thick black hair and 
highlighted the smooth skin of her high 
cheekbones. Her full breasts quivered as 
her lithe body responded to the beat of 
the drums. But it was her flashing eyes, 
grey-green and slanting under exotic 


brows, that fascinated me. Once or twice I 
thought she had caught my eye, but I 
couldn’t be sure. I wondered who she was. 
She seemed to belong with the dancers and 
to be one of them rather than one of the 
townspeople. There seemed to be a bond 
between her and the bevy of celebrants. 

One by one, the women dancers dropped 
exhausted to the ground until only Pelée, 
his dark face contorted with emotion, stood 
triumphant in the center of his prostrate 
partners. Then the tawny-colored girl 
stepped out from the circle and a low mur- 
mur swelled from the throats of the on- 
lookers. Pelée whirled around to face her 
and the two of them stood there, motion- 
less. The steady rhythm of the drums con- 
tinued until the crowd, and even I, caught 
the beat. 

Pelée and the girl, facing each other 
across the small clearing, began to sway 
in unison, their shoulders twitching and 
heels lightly thumping the ground. Sud- 
denly the man made a terrific leap toward 
the girl and the primitive chant took on 
a new tone. They danced as if inspired, 
sometimes apart, sometimes together in 
intimate, sensuous poses. The rhythm in- 
creased and the girl lifted her swirling 
skirt, flinging her bare golden legs with 
wild abandon. 

The suspense and excitement became 
almost unbearable and it seemed that any 
moment they would fly apart from the 
speed and fury of their gyrations. All of a 
sudden a shrill whistle pierced the melody 
of the singers. Instantly, there was aimless 
confusion, sharply punctuated by screams 
and shouts. Pelée scooped up a small goat 
tethered by the drummers and disappeared 
into the fleeing crowd. By the time the po- 
lice arrived, the square was empty except 
for the girl, who stood looking around un- 
certainly. as if in a daze. 

I flung off my straw hat and rushed over 
to her. Taking her arm, I led her over to a 
curio shop and stood in the doorway as 
two officers rushed past us, cursing and 
shouting vile threats at the suddenly van- 
ished crowd. 

“Come on, let’s get out of here!” I said 
and we hurried off in the opposite direc- 
tion. 

“Merci, M’sieur,” she said after we'd 
gone a short distance. “Thank you.” Her 
voice was low and melodic. 

“But you can’t leave like this,” I pro- 
tested. 

“Already I have caused you so much 
trouble,” she said apologetically, with only 
a slight accent to her English. 

“Suppose the police come back, what 
will you do then?” I steered her toward 
an outdoor cafe. “I don’t think it’s safe for 
you to go yet.” 

She threw back her head and laughed. 
“You are an Americain, no?” I nodded and 
she said, “Very well, it would be useless to 
argue.” 


E TOOK a table and for the first time 
I got a good look at her. She was even 
more beautiful than she had appeared at 
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first. A thick mass of lustrous curls framed 
her golden face and her lips were inviting- 
ly red. The blouse she wore seemed to stay 
on her bare shoulders by some magic, re- 
vealing only a tantalizing portion of her 
voluptuous curves. 

“Perhaps you wonder about me,” she 
said at last, we sipped our drinks. Her 
light eyes did not waver under my rather 
bold examination of her. 

“There’s a lot I’d like to know about 
you!” I exclaimed, and a faint blush stole 
into her Indian-like cheeks. “But tell me, 
why did the cops break up the party just 
when it was getting good?” 

“The French authorities have forbidden 
the Dance de Pelée,” she explained. “They 
say that offering sacrifices is not civilized.” 

“Sacrifices?” I was startled at a mental 
picture of a beautiful nude maiden be- 
ing sacrificed on a pagan altar. She must 
have guessed what I was thinking, for she 


laughed and said, “The goat. Did you 
not see it?” 
I breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh.” 


“What you saw was only the first part 
of the ceremony,” she continued. “There 
is another dance at night and it is then that 
the goat is sacrificed. It is a sacred rite 
and strange eyes may not see it.” 

“Have you seen it?” I asked, curious to 
know more about this strangely alluring 
woman. 

She lowered her eye quickly and mur- 
mured, “Only once. Last year I attended 
with the man I was to marry.” 

So that was how she had known the 
dance! But the news that she was some- 
body’s fiancee was disappointing. It would 
have been nice if—but I put the thought 
out of my mind and listened to my lovely 
companion tell me about herself. Her 
name was Michele Vernay. Her father had 
been a foreman at one of the largest plan- 
tations and because her mother was dead, 
had kept her away at school as a child. 
Her eyes softened as she talked of her 
mother, a beautiful woman, she said, who 
had come from Brazil. 

Soon, it was almost midnight and 
Michele said she must go. Reluctantly, I 
stood up to say “aw revoir.” She laid her 
slim hand in mine and at the contact there 
was an electric current sparked by some- 
thing as mysterious as the powerful at- 
traction of magnetic poles. I watched her 
go down the dimly lit street then, with a 
sigh I walked the few steps to the inn. 


J UST AS I reached the doorway I heard 
“the rapid click-clack of heels behind me 
and further down the street the shouts of 
several men. I turned just in time see 
Michele, running past me, her eyes wide 
with terror. A few seconds later, her pur- 
suers dashed around a corner and stopped 
to search in all directions for their quarry. 
Their few moments of indecision was 
enough to permit me to reach out and pull 
her into the darkened doorway, and to 
turn so my body shielded her from the 
She said nothing, but her 


narrow street. 


60 


tawny cheeks were flushed from the exer- 
tion of her headlong flight and her gray- 
green slant eyes were beseeching. The 
officers drew closer. one on either side of 
the narrow street. peering into shops and 
examining the faces of every woman that 
passed. Without thinking, I put my arms 
around Michele and pulled her to me. I 
silenced her startled outcry with my lips 
just as the officer paused behind me. I 
felt his eyes boring into my back for a 
few taut seconds, then without turning, 
I cleared my throat with an angry growl. 

“Pardon, M’sieur!” I heard an apolo- 
getic voice stammer. “We are seeking—” 

I turned my head and glared over my 
shoulder at him; Michele hid her face 
against my chest. The officer gulped. 
tipped his hat and mumbled, “Please to 
continue, M’sieur.” He turned on his heel 
and proceeded down the street. 

Michele slumped against me, breathing 
a deep sigh of relief. And I became start- 
ingly aware of the voluptuous creature who 
stood so close to me that I could almost feel 
the wild pounding of her heart. What hap- 
pened next was like an ecstatic sequel to 
the wild, primitive dance I had witnessed. 
The strange emotions that had been stirred 
within me lingered like a magician’s spell. 
Although considering myself a modern 
sophisticate, I must admit that the native 
rum plus the seductive nearness of the 
bronzed young goddess had quite a lot to 
do with the passion that gripped me. 

Like a tropic hurricane, gathering in- 
tensity every moment, it swept me back 
into the past. leaving me stripped of the 
thin veneer of civilization. And in the 
light of a bright, silver dollar moon, with 
the scent of exotic flowers riding the soft. 
warm breeze, we were drawn together by 
an irresistible force, more ancient than 
man. 

We kissed. But this time it was with the 
thrilling awareness of a man and a woman. 
Michele’s sensuous lips returned my kisses 
with an almost desperate eagerness, and I 
was reacting as instinctively as the dancers 
I'd watched earlier had responded to the 
throbbing drums. 

Then, like the flashing of a warning 
signal through a thick fog, came the cau- 
tioning voice of my conscience. I was not 
merely an emotion-driven man alone on a 
desert island with a desirable woman, even 
though the heat of passion had almost 
warped my values of right and wrong. 
There was a difference between love and 
desire—and I loved Bernice. She was the 
woman I was going to marry. 

I didn’t have to say anything to Michele. 
I think she sensed it the moment I thought 
of Bernice, for she stepped back and 
smiled a sad little smile. Then she vanished 
down the street before I could stop her. 

I knew that was the way it had to be. 
still I felt a strange sadness knowing I’d 
never see her again. Suddenly, all the 
flavor was gone out of the charming sur- 
roundings; the street was narrow and clut- 
tered again, shrill voices made a discordant 
note in the air, and the moon had lost its 


lustre. I decided to get back to Fort-de- 
France as soon as possible. The innkeeper 
found a car and driver for hire and that 
night as we jounced along the road to- 
ward the port city my thoughts were of the 
lovely girl who had entered my life for 
one memorable evening and entered my 
arms for one unforgettable moment, then 
disappeared. 

When I arrived at my room the next 
morning, I discovered a letter from Gil. 
He’d gotten a chance to go to Trinidad 
and had taken it. “Sorry to desert you, 
pal. but it’s a chance of a lifetime!” his 
note said. That was all I needed! My 
vacation, with three more weeks to go, 
was falling apart at the seams. First 
Michele, then Gil. Lonely and depressed, 
I did the only thing that remained for ime. 
I phoned the airline and made a reserva- 
tion for the first plane back home. 

I made one last tour of the city and re- 
turned home just as the shopkeeper down- 
stairs was shuttering his shop for the night. 
He gave me a mysterious smile and raised 
his eyebrows as I passed. When I reached 
my door I guessed the reason for his pecu- 
liar actions. The door was ajar; I had 
a visitor. But I was totally unprepared for 
the shock I got when I went in. It was 
Michele! 

“Oh. Pierre!” she cried, running to me 
and flinging herself into my arms. 

I was too astonished to speak and she 
remained there sobbing quietly. Finally | 
got my lone bottle of brandy and poured 
her a drink. “Here, drink this.” I told 
her. She sipped it and I poured myself 
a stiff shot. After a second quick one 
curiosity had replaced astonishment and 
since Michele had calmed down, I asked 
her what had happened. 

“Oh, Pierre,” she wailed, her eyes full 
of some unknown terror, “You must help 
me!” 

“Well, I'll do whatever I can, Michele.” 
I said, liking the way she lingered over 
the French version of my name. Don’t tell 
me the cops are still after you for that 
dance you did.” 

Her eyes flashed angrily. “You are 
making jokes! I am in desperate trouble 
and you laugh at me.” 

“But Michele—” 

“T must get away before he comes,” she 
said, wringing her hands in agitation. “But 
if you will not help me, I will find another 
way.” 

I grew serious. “I’m sorry, Michele. It’s 
just that—well, I don’t know what to say. 
Finding you here like this had me stumped 
for a minute. Who is this ‘he’ you're run- 
ning from? Your husband?” 

“But I have no husband, Pierre!” she 
protested. 

I ran a hand over my damp forehead. 
“Didn’t you tell me yesterday that you 
were supposed to marry the man your 
father picked out for you before he died?” 

She shook her head. “I do not love 
him. I could never marry a man [I did not 
love. You see, I kept putting him off, but 
a short time ago he demanded that I be- 
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come his wife. So I ran away. Last night 
I learned that he was in Gros Marne and 
that is why I came to you. I knew noth- 
ing else to do.” 

I had another drink on that and sat 
down to try and make some sense out of 
the whole mess. We discussed the prob- 
lem from beginning to end and finally I 
went out to get something to eat for 
Michele, since she was afraid her jilted 
boyfriend might be roaming the streets 
searching for her. Taking a final glance 
at her well-rounded, inviting figure before 
I left, I had to admit I couldn’t blame the 
poor guy, whoever he was. A man would 
do a lot of things to get a woman like 
Michele. 

When I came back with some bread and 
wine and cheese, I found that she had 
taken over Gil’s room and had relaxed 
to the extent of making herself comfort- 
able in a filmy, almost non-existent, negli- 
gee. It was hard to be casual or to keep 
my mind on other things with her swish- 
ing about in that costume, leaving a trail 
of exotic perfume behind her. 

“The simplest thing for you to do is get 
out of the country,” I said at last. “Why 
not go to the States?” 

“Oh, a wonderful idea!” she exclaimed, 
clapping her hands together. She pushed 
her kiss-inviting lips into a tiny pout. “But 
don’t you think I have already tried that?” 

It turned out that the U. S. immigration 
officials had listened to her story as sym- 
pathetically as I had, but in the end turned 
thumbs down on her just the same. It was 
a familiar story to me, because one of the 
instructors at the school, an ex-GI had 
waited two years before his English sweet- 
heart could join him and they could be 
married. I told Michele about him, just to 
illustrate that it was not an easy matter 
to enter the country. 

She thought for a moment, then a strange 
look crossed her face. “But suppose your 
friend had married her before he left Eng- 
land?” she ventured. 

It took only a second for the full mean- 
ing of the question to sink in, and I was 
on my feet protesting loudly. For more 
than an hour I argued and Michele 
pleaded. I tried to explain that I was al- 
ready practically a married man, that even 
if I weren’t, we’d just met the day before. 
Besides, I wasn’t at all sure that Bernice 
would approve of stretching the good 
neighbor policy that far. 

But it was a losing fight. I was helpless 
before Michele’s feminine wiles and tearful 
pleading. There was no logical argument 
to the illogical reasoning she advanced— 
and certainly no answer any male human 
could employ against the potency of her 
nearness, that fatal attraction to her which 
had all but made me lose my sense of 
balance and loyalty to Bernice. Perhaps it 
was sheer exhaustion, perhaps suppressed 
desire, or—let’s face it—weakness for the 
spectacle of a lovely woman in distress— 
that finally broke me down. Whatever it 
was, I found myself almost dazedly agree- 
ing to marry Michele so that she could 


enter the United States as the wife of a 
citizen. 

“Merci, mon cher,” she said, her eyes 
shining with gratitude. “My dear Pierre, 
how can I thank you for what you do for 
me?” 

She was advancing toward me and every 
wild desire which she awakened in me re- 
doubled. 

“Just let’s remember we’re only going 
through the motions of marriage,” I said 
shakily, wondering how I could ever keep 
my part of the bargain without succumb- 
ing to the temptation of her. 

Her eyes were shining and her face was 
radiant. I’m certain she meant to give 
me a kiss of gratitude on the cheek, some- 
thing cool and impersonal, but at the last 
moment, her moist lips made a slight de- 
tour and landed squarely on mine. In- 
stinctively, my arms went around her 
pliant waist and the throbbing of my heart 
was like the native drums beating their 
wild tattoo for the sensuous dance the 
night before. 

I felt Michele’s sharp fingernails dig- 
ging into my back through the thin fabric 
of my shirt and from her throat came 
eager, wordless sounds that sent my emo- 
tions on a rampage. Like a drowning swim- 
mer I fought desperately to keep from go- 
ing down under the waves of passion that 
I was engaged to another 
woman, I had to remember that. This bar- 
gain with the disturbingly — beautiful 
Michele gave me no right to even a small 
part of the full bloom of love and affec- 
tion she would someday offer to the man 
who would be more than a husband in 
name only. 

With great effort I unlocked my lips 
from Michele’s and gently, but firmly 
pushed her through the adjoining door 
into Gil’s room. My fingers trembled as 
I locked the door and slipped the key 
into my suitcase and locked that. Things 
were complicated enough as it was; no use 
making them worse. 

Needless to say, I didn’t get much sleep 
that night. I turned and twisted in bed, 
realizing the horrible irony of being 
separated by a door from one of the most 
desirable women I had ever seen. What 
made my position even more unbearable 
was that I knew that the zig-zagging pas- 
sion which had struck me like lightning 
had also gripped the girl who lay sleep- 
ing in the next room and who, in a mat- 
ter of hours, would become my wife, in 
name only. 


lashed over me. 


HE NEXT DAY Michele and I were 

married and even though it was only 
supposed to be a marriage of convenience, 
it seemed awfully permanent by the time 
we got through answering questions and 
filling out forms. Then we had to go to 
the consulate and from there to the air- 
lines office. It embarrassed me to have 
to explain to Michele that I had come to 
Martinique for a vacation, not a wife, and 
I was almost broke. 

“But I have money, Pierre!” she ex- 


claimed. “I have more than enough. Just 
take me far away from here.” 

The closer the plane got to the States 
the more I worried about what Bernice 
would say. Michele must have noticed how 
silent and moody I became, for once she 
laid her hand on mine and said, “Do not 
be sad, Pierre. Soon you will be free 
again.” 

The trace of sadness in her voice and the 
warmth and intimacy of her hand only 
upset me more. My mind was in a tur- 
moil and I couldn’t think straight. The 
magic tropical island was far behind us 
now and what had been a gallant gesture 
for a damsel in distress back there, ap- 
peared a crazy prank in the cold light of 
logic now that we were approaching a 
country where everything was so practical 
and matter-of-fact. 

I tried to strike up a conversation with 
my wife, but my heart wasn’t in it. It was 
impossible to engage in pleasant chit-chat 
with the future of three people hanging so 
uncertainly in the balance. So we sat there 
side by side, not saying much, with our 
eyes fastened on the iridescent sea. 

And after we landed, going through cus- 
toms and in the cab ride to the city, the 
same strained silence was there between us. 
By the time we reached midtown Manhat- 
tan, I had made up my mind. I took 
Michele to a hotel, registered her as Mrs. 
Peter Milford—ignoring the desk clerk’s 
raised eyebrows—and said a hurried good- 
night in the lobby. Even in my agitated 
condition the irony of the situation didn’t 
escape me—a pair of newlyweds spending 
their honeymoon in two different parts of 
the city, blocks apart and all alone. 

Needless to say, I didn’t get any sleep 
that night. I was too busy rehearsing the 
confession I would have to make to Ber- 
nice the next day. In the morning I 
phoned her and I must have sounded 
pretty upset because she said she would 
come right over. When she arrived and I 
broke the news to her, I had to admit to 
myself that the whole thing sounded aw- 
fully fantastic, like something out of a 
nightmare. 

“Were you drunk, Pete?” Bernice asked 
after I had finished. 

I shook my head dejectedly. “I don’t 
even have that excuse,” I admitted. 

“But why, darling? Why?” A frown 
creased her smooth forehead and I could 
see her fight to keep her voice from break- 
ing. “Is it possible that you completely 
forgot about me while you were under 
the magic spell of the tropics?” 

I held my head in my hands, trying to 
ease the dull throbbing. “Of course I 
didn’t forget you! I could never do that, 
Bernice. The girl was in a jam and I 
thought— Oh, I don’t know what I thought. 
Maybe if you saw Michele, talked with 
her you could—” 

“No thanks!” Bernice snapped. “I 
haven’t the slightest desire to meet the wife 
of my fiance.” 

“Please, darling,” I pleaded, “It’s tough 
enough as it is.” 
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“I’m sorry if I’m rubbing it in, Pete,” 
y g 


Bernice said with a wry smile. “But you 
must admit it’s hardly flattering for the 
man I’m supposed to marry to go away for 
a few weeks and come back married to 
someone else. Still, there’s no use crying 
over spilled milk,” she added with a sigh. 
“The thing to do now is figure a way out 
of this mess.” 

The way she said it made me a little 
ungry, but that certainly wasn’t the time 
to bring it up. I guess what I had ex- 
pected was a little more sympathy and un- 
derstanding, and to find Bernice acting as 
if I had deliberately deceived her was a 
little hard to take. I resented her impli- 
cation that I had lost my head and fallen 
for the first thing in skirts that came my 
way. 

Bernice finally decided that Michele 
should go to Reno as soon as possible and 
that I should be the one to tell her. “I 
hope you realize the position this puts me 
in,” Bernice said as she left. “People will 

onder why our marriage is being post- 
poned, so tell your wife to be as discreet as 
she can.” 

“Don’t worry about Michele,” I said irri- 
tably. “I’m sure she'll be a good sport 
about this.” 

Bernice paused with her hand on the 
knob. “By the way, Pete darling, you 
didn’t take advantage of that poor native 
girl and—” She stopped and raised her 
eyebrows meaningfully. 

“No!” I shouted. “What kind of a heel 
do you think I am, anyway?” 

She kissed me affectionately on the cheek 
and left, but her insinuation still stung. 
[ thought about telephoning Michele, but 
decided that the least I could do would be 

face her when I told her what was to 
be done. Later at her hotel, I nervously 
paced the floor as I outlined the plan, care- 
fully avoiding Michele’s eyes which never 
once left my face. “So you see, Michele, 
it'll be best for all concerned if we can 
settle this as quietly and as quickly as 
possible,” I concluded. 

“But of course, Pierre,” she said agree- 
ably. “That was part of the bargain, no?” 

“T know, but—well, it just doesn’t seem 
right to rush things through this way,” I 
objected. “It’s not fair to you, Michele.” 

She gave me a warm smile and her grey- 
green eyes caressed my face. “It is very 
sweet of you to worry about me.” she said 
softly, “but I will be all right. You must 
think of the woman you love.” 

That night I sat in my studio, my sketch 
pad on my knees. I was trying to write 
a letter to Michele, trying to compose a 
goodbye note, but the words refused to 
come. Somewhere outside on the streets of 
Greenwich Village, I heard someone play- 
ing a guitar and a woman’s plaintive voice 
singing a sad torch song floated in through 
my open window. 

Michele had given me the money for her 
fare to Reno—insisting that her father had 
left her enough, so she wouldn’t be a 
burden on me, her reluctant husband— 
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and I was to pick up her ticket and meet 
her at Grand Central Station the next 
afternoon. I don’t know how long I sat 
there in the silent studio, but when I 
finally glanced at the pad I held, I had 
automatically sketched a face of an exot- 
ically beautiful woman—it was Michele. 

By the time I went down to meet Michele 
at the station, I had reached a decision. 
But my heart was pounding as I joined the 
swirling mass of humanity in the big build- 
ing. How would my decision affect the 
lives of the three people involved. I 
planned to do the thing I felt was right, 
the only thing possible under the circum- 
stances, but would it be right for Bernice 
—for Michele? 

I searched the crowd that milled around 
me, and finally I glimpsed her slim, state- 
ly figure. She was standing near one of 
the ticket windows. As I approached, I saw 
the expectant look on her face, the search- 
ing, somewhat troubled look in her eyes. 
Her lips parted breathlessly when she saw 
me and she took a hesitant step forward. 

“Pierre! Did—did you get the ticket?” 
she asked with a tremulous smile. 

I took her outstretched hand and held 
it a moment. “I hope you won't be angry. 
Michele, but—well, I didn’t get the ticket.” 
Her eyes widened and questioned me silent- 
ly. “I should have known it all along,” 
I continued. getting the words out in a 
sudden rush, “but last night I knew for 
certain—I can’t let you go like this!” 

She caught her bottom lip in her white, 
even teeth and her clear eyes searched 
mine. ‘“And—and what about Bernice?” 

“You told me that I must think about 
the woman I love.” I gently reminded her. 
“That’s just what I’m doing, darling.” 

“Oh, Pierre!” The next moment she was 
locked in my arms, her full, cherry-ripe 
lips soft and yielding on mine. Every- 
thing within me told me that this was right, 
this was the way it had to be. At last we 
had to cut short our embrace, for it was 
obvious that we were not simply saying 
hello or goodbye like the rest of the em- 
bracing couples in that vast station. 

So we left, arm in arm, to find a less 
public place. We hadn’t reached the exit 
when I suddenly remembered. “Your bags, 
darling! We're forgetting them,” I said. 

Michele smiled mysteriously and tugged 
at my arm. “You did not give me a chance 
to tell you,” she said happily. “but I had 
a visit this morning from Bernice.” 

I stared at her in bewilderment. 
__9” 

“We talked together for a while and I 
saw that she was not the one for you. So 
— I hope you will not think of me as a 
bold woman, mon cher, but I told her I 
would not go to Reno. I warned her I 
would stay and fight for my husband!” 

It’s a fact that 42nd street is a lot more 
public than Grand Central Station. but if 
we held up any traffic I wasn’t aware of it. 
I was too busy kissing my wife. 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 19) 


he meant. A patient often feels a special 
bond between his nurse or doctor and him- 
self when he has come through a critical 
period. I wanted to tell him then how 
much I had wanted to help him, not only 
because he had been so very sick, but be- 
cause his music had brought me so much 
delight. In one sense, I was repaying a 
debt all his fans owed him for the melodic 
magic he had brought into our lives. 

But I didn’t think him well enough to 
dwell too long on anything emotional or 
exciting, so I said, “How’d you like a shave, 
Mr. Brown?” 

A feeble smile dimpled his stubble- 
covered cheeks. He raised a thin hand to 
his face. “You'd never believe it,” he said 
laughingly, “but I used to go to the barber 
every day. Now look at me!” 

“T think you look—wonderful!” I in- 
sisted. then flushed and added, “Consider- 
ing how you looked that first day.” 

“Maybe later,” he said, growing drowsy. 

“Td rather have you sit here and hold my 
hand until I fall asleep.” 

I did. telling myself I would have done 
it for any of my patients. 

As time went on, Kelly became more 
friendly. But underneath his light-hearted 
bantering was a vein of seriousness that 
should have told me what to expect. He 
had a “theme song” for me—“Sweet Sue” 

-and he’d hum it every time I came 
around. “You really are sweet. you know,” 
he’d tell me. then add with a mischievous 
twinkle in his eye, “Except when you come 
around to jab me with that needle! Are all 
nurses as expert as you in inflicting fiend- 
ish tortures.” 

“Of course!” I’d laugh. “The more help- 
less the patient, the better we like it. We’re 
sadists at heart, that’s why we’re in this 
profession.” 

And we’d carry on like that, joking back 
and forth. It took a lot of strain out of the 
work. I had been on the case for 10 days 
before I realized that in all that time I 
hadn’t seen or heard from Tim. Actually. 
I hadn’t had much time to think about 
him; when I got home I usually fell across 
the bed exhausted and slept until time to 
go back on the job. But as Kelly continued 
to recover, I was needed less and less and 
I knew I must see Tim and do something to 
straighten out things between us. 

Tim was out when I called his boarding 
house, but was expected back in a couple 
of days. This changed my plans somewhat. 
for I decided to wait until then before go- 
ing off the case. Ordinarily, I would have 
been happy to leave such a hard case, but 
this time I had stayed long past the time 
when I was needed. Perhaps Tim was 
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right—the glamour of the job and my fa- 
mous patients had put star dust in my eyes. 
I blushed as I recalled how I had indig- 
nantly shooed away Kelly’s female visitors 
on several occasions, long before visiting 
hours were up. I seemed to resent the at- 
tention he paid to them, and, at the same 
time. was frightened by the adulation they 
heaped upon him. They were all so beau- 
tiful and poised. What chance did I stand 
with such competition? 

I stopped in the white-tiled nurses’ room 
and tucked a few wisps of hair under my 
starched cap. In the mirror, my face with 
its sanitary, just-scrubbed look stared back 
at me. The unadorned uniform I wore was 
certainly not designed to make a woman 
alluring, I thought ruefully. It made me 
look more like a little girl than anything 
else. Two other nurses passed as I was bit- 
ing my lips to bring out the color in them, 
and they stopped and exchanged sly 
glances. 

“Tell me. Sue, how do you do it?” Mabel 
asked in wide-eyed innocence. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“They tell me that Dr. Harper doesn’t 
prescribe medicine for his patients any 
more—he just assigns you to the case, and 
presto, the patient is well!” 

“I heard that Sue is better than a dose of 
penicillin.” Rose added, nudging Mabel. 
“Some day she may even replace surgery!” 

They laughed and hurried out before I 
could think of a retort, leaving me open- 
mouthed and frustrated. My crush on 
Kelly Brown, and his attentions to me had 
become the hospital joke. Perhaps I had 
put myself in a ludicrous position. If so, 
then the thing to do was put a stop to it, 
the sooner the better. So as I thoughtfully 
rubbed Kelly’s shoulder with alcohol a few 
minutes later, I decided to break the news 
to him. 

“The right arm is more sensitive than 
the left,” I said casually. “When the new 
girl takes over. you'll have to warn her.” 

He lifted himself up and stared at me. 
“There’s not going to be a new girl,” he 
said slowly, deliberately. 

“[’'m sorry—but I’m going off the case,” 
I explained. 

He pulled his gown up on his bare shoul- 
der; the rubdown was halted. “Look—if 
it’s a question of money, I'll pay you 
double—whatever you ask,” he told me. 

“No, it’s not that. ’m—I’m just ex- 
hausted.” 

“Then I’ll get someone to help you,” 
he put in quickly. “All you’ll have to do 
is sit in that chair and give her orders. 
You don’t know how much it’s meant to 
me, having you around, Susan,” he con- 
tinued. “I need you.” 

No use denying it, I liked hearing this. 
What woman doesn’t want to be needed? 
But I tried to be firm. “There are dozens 
of nurses who’d do just as good a job.” 

Kelly shook his head. “Why did Dr. Har- 
per insist on having you here in the first 
place? He had confidence in you, that’s 
why. Well, I have too!” His eyes looked 
deep into mine, pleading. 


“The worst is over now,” I protested. 
“Anyone can do the routine work from 
here on out.” 

Kelly reached out and took my hand. To 
hide my confusion, I picked up a vial from 
the stand and studied the label. “Can’t 
you see, Susan.” Kelly said in a low, 
urgent voice. “I don’t have anyone who 
really cares for me—no one in the world!” 

I glanced about the room, at the flowers, 
candy. telegrams and get-well cards—so 
much evidence of his popularity. He saw 
and brushed it aside with a wave of his 
hand. “Fan stuff! I’m not saying I don’t 
like it—I do. But I need more than that. 
It doesn’t fit the bill when you’re—hungry 
for something more!” 

Just then. the floor supervisor came in 
and gently, but firmly. I slipped my hand 
from under Kelly’s and tried to concentrate 
on her questions about a report I’d turned 
in. When she left. Dr. Harper showed up 
and I had a chance to slip out and compose 
myself, A short while later, the portly. gray- 
haired doctor found me in the laboratory 
and took me into a corner. “I know this 
has been a rough one for you. Susan.” he 
began, fiddling with the pencils and ther- 
mometers in his white jacket pocket, “But 
I'd like to impose on you for a few more 
days.” 

I tried to think of a nice way to refuse. 
To try to tell him about the conflicting 
loyalties and confusing emotions that 
whirled about inside me, would have been 
impossible. Mistaking my silence for re- 
fusal, Dr. Harper added persuasively, 

“I’m a hard-headed, practical scientist. 
you know that, Susan. But every doctor at 
one time or another comes across a case 
that is hopeless—by every medical stand- 
ard. Then, the patient recovers, and the 
doctor is pleasantly surprised, and bewil- 
dered, too, I must admit.” 

Dr. Harper pursed his lips thoughtfully. 
His eyes seemed to be staring into nothing- 
ness. “Call it Providence—a miracle, luck 
—anything you want. But I believe that the 
will to live is all-important. If a man has 
it— or someone can give it to him—then he 
can come back from the very grave!” 

He didn’t mention Kelly Brown, but I 
know he included this case among the 
“miracle” recoveries. Nor did he name 
me as the person who had somehow given 
Kelly the will to live. Yet, if I had helped 
perform a miracle, then I was happy. Cer- 
tainly, remaining for a few more days 
couldn’t make much difference, I told 
myself. So I smiled and said, “If that’s 
what you prescribe for the patient, then 
it'll have to be done. You’re the doctor!” 





WO DAYS later, Kelly was moved back 

to his apartment. And although my rou- 
tine was much the same as it had been at 
the hospital, giving him his medicine, 
checking his diet, and carrying out my 
other duties, I had to admit to myself that 
the new surroundings made my job much 
more pleasant. As a matter of fact, I found 
it hard to realize, after all the long hours 
and hard work I'd put in at the beginning, 


that I was still on a medical case. 

That first evening, when I left Kelly’s 
apartment, the world seemed wonderfully 
bright and good. I felt confident that if 
only I could talk with Tim, I could infect 
him with some of the happiness that 
seemed to be spreading all around—to 
Dr. Harper for another successful case, 
to Kelly because he was home and had 
persuaded me to stay, and to myself, be- 
cause they were happy. I didn’t wait to get 
out of my uniform as I usually did before 
settling down to anything else. I didn’t 
even kick off my shoes. With trembling 
fingers, I dialed Tim’s number. 

His landlady answered the phone. Tim 
had come in, she said, but had dressed and 
gone out. He had left no word for me. 
Maybe he was on his way over, I decided. 
Tim had a fair idea of the hours I worked 
and no doubt wanted to surprise me. I 
rushed to my dressing room and got out of 
my uniform. I would wear the frilliest, most 
bewitching dress I owned, something total- 
ly removed from the stiff whiteness of my 
work clothes. Tim won’t have a chance to 
think of me as a nurse, I thought happily, 
as I poured fragrant bath crystals into my 
bath. I'd be his girl—soft, and absolutely 
feminine. 

An hour later, I was dressed and impa- 
tiently waiting for the phone to ring. I’d 
look at the clock on the bookcase, then at 
the silent phone, and back again. Sudden- 
ly, in the midst of the quiet, the shrill 
ringing of the phone sounded, and set my 
heart leaping in anticipation. 

“Hello—Tim?” I cried, fumbling with 
the instrument in my excitement. 

“Sweet Sue!” the voice on the other end 
sang out. 

I gasped. So positive was I that it would 
be Tim, it took a few seconds to adjust to 
the shock. 

“Were you sleeping?” Kelly asked, his 
voice apologetic. “I’m sorry—but I missed 
you! I guess I got used to having you 
around,” he said with a funny little laugh. 
“You’re not angry, are you?” 

“No, of course not,” I told him. 

“Maybe I'll settle down to sleep, now 
that I’ve heard your voice.” He paused. 
“Are you busy tonight?” 

The first flush of pleasure at the unex- 
pected call vanished and I became indig- 
nant. Did he think I had nothing to do but 
sit at home nights? Didn’t he suppose I 
ever had dates like other girls? “I’m go- 
ing out tonight.” I said, trying to make my- 
self believe it. “I was just waiting for my 
date to show up.” 

“Oh.” He didn’t bother to conceal the 
disappointment in his voice. “Well—any- 
way, I got to say goodnight to you. Maybe 
I can sleep now. Have fun, Sue. Good- 
night.” 

Slowly, I replaced the phone and sat 
there, my mind more confused than ever. 
If I hadn’t liked Kelly so much, it wouldn’t 
have worried me. I didn’t want him to turn 
out to be a heel. I would rather not see him 
again if we had to go through that routine. 
Yet, I didn’t want to jump to conclusions— 
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that was Tim’s big fault—and decide that 
Kelly was making passes. 

But the longer I thought of it, the 
deeper grew my suspicions. Why would 
Kelly Brown—popular. handsome and 
much-sought after—give me a play, except 
for one reason? He didn’t pursue women 

-women chased him! Being pretty and 
having a trim figure meant nothing these 
days. I reminded myself, the city was full 
of pretty women. There was no reason for 
Kelly Brown to spend his time on an insig- 
nificant little nurse—unless he regarded 
her as a challenge to his reputation to 
win any woman. 

The thought depressed me. and I made 
up my mind to call the registry the first 
thing in the morning and tell them I was 
leaving the case. I wandered aimlessly 
about my apartment. growing more miser- 
able each minute that passed, praying for 
the phone to ring. But 9 o’clock—10, and 
then 11 came, and no Tim. Finally, I called 
his place and the landlady barked that he 
wasn’t there nor had he been back since 
he went out. And then in my anger at 
Tim. I forgot about the problem that Kelly 
Brown presented. If Tim deliberately 
stayed away just at the time I was willing 
to devote more time to him, then let him 
suffer. I would do as I pleased from then 
on—I wouldn’t leave my case until I was 
good and ready. 

My job was becoming more and more 
that of companion, rather than a nurse. 
[ was at the apartment mainly to fend off 
visitors, read to him and accompany him 
on short walks in the park. Dr. Harper 
had given strict orders about callers, and 
Kelly emphasized them. 

“We don’t want to be bothered, do we. 
Sue?” he said. “This is our castle, and 
I’m counting on you to keep it from being 
invaded.” 

I pretended not to notice how naturally 
le included me in his statements. “A castle 
needs a queen,” I reminded him. 

“That’s my trouble.” he smiled. “Here I 
am at the ripe old age of 30 and haven’t 
found the right one yet! Of course, I’ve 
known lots of girls, but—” 

I turned my back so he couldn’t see my 
fingers tighten on the bottle I was holding. 
So he wasn’t the marrying kind, I told 
myself. Another one of those egotistical 
males who was only too willing to go into 
a song and dance about castles and queens 
and wedding rings, but at the same time 
knocking themselves out trying to avoid 
getting hooked. 

Kelly reached for my hand and tried to 
draw me to him. My heart skipped a beat. 
but I scolded good naturedly, “Remember. 
you're a sick man!” 

“Not too sick to—” His eyes roamed over 
me like an intimate caress. 

I flushed and scurried away. It wasn’t 
the first time I’d had a patient who, the 
minute he recovered his strength. grew 
amorous the minute a pretty nurse came 
within reach. I had hoped that Kelly 
wouldn’t be like that. Besides, he was in 
no condition for a tussle, and an incident 
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like that would only spoil our wonderful 
relationship. 


T LAST the day came when Dr. Harper 

pronounced Kelly fully recovered. 
“There’s nothing more I can do for you, 
young man,” the kindly doctor chuckled. 
“T don’t have to tell you to continue to take 
it easy for a while. In fact, I'd suggest you 
keep Susan around for another few days— 
if you can persuade her to.” 

“I’m afraid I can’t.” I announced, hop- 
ing my voice sounded as matter-of-fact as 
I intended. “I—there are some important 
personal things I’ve got to take care of.” 

Kelly didn’t say anything for a moment, 
then smiled. “Sorry you can’t join Sue and 
me for dinner here tonight. doctor. Sort of 
a celebration.” 

I caught Dr. Harper as he reached the 
door. “I’m sorry to let you down,” I said, 
keeping my voice low. 

He nodded his head toward the room 
where Kelly lay on the sofa where we’d left 
him. “Getting ideas?” Dr. Harper ques- 
tioned. 

I blushed and lowered my eyes. He 
chuckled. “Remind me sometime to tell 
you about a peculiar idea the Chinese 
have. It’s quite interesting. Yes. indeed.” 

With this baffling remark, he shook my 
hand and left. Somehow. I managed to get 
through the rest of the day without being 
reminded of unpleasant things. Kelly and I 
played gin rummy. and when I won from 
him, I found myself actually enjoying it. 
We were both in a good humor by the 
time the dinner arrived. While the waiter 
arranged the tray on the coffee table beside 
the sofa where Kelly sat. I left to freshen 
up. When I returned and took my seat. I 
noticed the mischievous glint in Kelly’s 
eyes and the smug smile on his lips. Then 
I saw it—a small box lying beside my 
plate. 

For a moment, I sat there staring at it, 
afraid to open it, yet intrigued by my 
curiosity. “Well. go ahead and open it,” 
he directed. “It’s for you.” 

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” I said in a 
small voice. picking up the box. I lifted the 
lid and took out the card. “To Susan— 
with love.” it read. Instinctively. I started 
to thrust the box at him. First sweet words. 
and now bribes. to get what he wanted! 

As if reading my thoughts. he shook 
his head and gave me a censuring smile. 
“No strings attached.” he said softly. “It’s 
yours. If you object to the sentiment at- 
tached to it—then let’s say it’s for work 
well done.” 

“TI was paid for my work.” I said. 

“Not enough. There’s not that much 
money in the world!” 

My fingers were all thumbs as I took 
out the handsome loose chain bracelet. 
with a tiny, expensive watch dangling 
from it. Kelly fastened it on my wrist, then 
took my hand in his. 

“Sweet Sue—” His voice trembled with 
suppressed emotion. “There’s so much I 
want to say— but I guess it all boils down 
to one word—thanks. You did so much for 


me when I was helpless, that now I want to 
repay you in some way. This little gift 
doesn’t begin to do it. Maybe someday | 
can really do something for you. When 


that day comes—if it comes—I’ll be 
around.” 

I had to slip away and cry a little. This 
was it, the end. It was wonderful to be 
appreciated, to be on the receiving end 
instead of giving. But Tim was right; | 
became too emotionally involved. I had 
been living another life—Kelly Brown's 
life—for nearly three weeks, completely 
losing sight of my own. In the past, I had 
let my patients take away a little of me 
when they left—a mother who went 
through a delicate Caesarian to have her 
baby; a little boy who valiantly fought off 
polio; an ex-GI whose war wounds made 
him a regular visitor to the hospital. These 
and other cases I’d handled left me nervous 
and upset for days after they were dis. 
charged. And now there was Kelly Brown. 
only this time it was a lot different. When 
I left this case. more of me would remain 
than on any other case. There was only 
one solution—get married and stop giving 
so much of myself, stop getting emotion. 
ally involved with people who needed me. 

On the way home that night, I decided to 
go by Tim’s place in the hope that he'd 
be in from a run. Maybe if he saw me 
in this mood. willing to forget my efficient, 
self-confident role and be a helpless. de. 
pendent woman who needed him, he would 
know I was ready to be his wife. 

Tim’s landlady. eyeing me suspiciously. 
dashed cold water on my day dream. “You 
the one been calling up here so regular?” 
she demanded in a hostile tone. “Well. 
you're just a day too late. That was a no- 
account man if I ever saw one! Pulled ont 
of here yesterday, and I’m glad. Dragging 
in some old street woman every time he 
thought I wasn’t around—if you know 
what’s good for you, you'll leave him strict: 
ly alone!” 

“There—there must be some mistake.” | 
murmured in confusion, and hurried away. 

Once in my apartment, I was unable to 
hold back the tears any longer. I was more 
miserable and unhappy than I’d dreamed 
possible. About 2 in the morning. the tele- 
phone roused me out of my fitful sleep. It 
was the 5th precinct. Tim had been picked 
up on a disorderly conduct charge, a grufi 
voice told me. He wanted me to come down 
and post the $25 bail. Too numb to even 
venture a guess as to what had happened, | 
checked my purse to see that I had enough 
money, then caught a cab to the police 
station. 

Tim was there all right, along with a 
bunch of other prisoners, all of them look: 
ing the worse fer wear. “Hi, baby!” he 
called out as I passed by on my way to 
the desk sergeant. I was too embarrassed 
to answer, but I heard one of the men ask. 
“That her? That your woman?” 

As I went through the formalities, | 
could hear Tim boasting to his compat 
ions, “I told you jokers I wouldn’t spend 


the night in this flea trap!” 
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“That’s a good woman who'll come down 
here this time of night to bond you out,” 
one of the men said. 

“That’s the only kind to have!” agreed 
another. 

At last it was over, and Tim, reeking 
of stale whiskey, but walking as proudly 
as could be, took my arm and we left the 
station. When we got into a cab, I tried 
to question him about what had happened, 
but he said he didn’t want to talk about it. 

“You'll have to stake me, Susan,” he 
said finally, “I’m out of a job and broker 
than the 10 Commandments.” 

Whatever I had felt for Tim was sud- 
denly gone. How I managed the suggestion 
I made, when my heart was no longer in it, 
[ll never know. But I turned to him and 
faltered, ““Maybe we’d better get married 
right away, Tim. Things are so mixed up— 
maybe we can straighten them out to- 
gether.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Sure, why 
not?” 

I hesitated, then ventured, “What about 
—that woman?” 

“I don’t know what 
about.” he said defensively. 

“The girl you took up to your place,” 
I forced myself to say. 

“So the landlady’s been running her big 
mouth? If you believe that old bag—” 

The cab stopped in front of my building. 
“Let’s not have an argument here, Tim,” 
I pleaded. I paid the driver and we went 
up to my apartment. I gave Tim a fresh 
towel and he went to clean up while I went 
to the kitchenette to open up some canned 
meat and get the coffee going. 

Tim came out soon, looking a little more 
respectable, and sat down. He began eat- 
ing, then suddenly stopped and _ pointed 
to my new bracelet watch. I hadn’t realized 
[had it on until then: “Nice little gadget,” 
he observed. “Where'd you get it?” 

I bit my lip. I dared not tell him. In his 
present mood there was no telling what 
he’d say or do. But my silence told him 
what he wanted to know. “You’ve got one 
hell of a nerve!” he sneered. “Throwing it 
it up to me about Daisy. and all the time 
playing the same game yourself.” 

“Tim!” I was so shocked and hurt that 
tears welled up in my eyes. “You don’t 
teally believe that I—” 

“Look, I’ve been around. baby.” he said, 
his hand raised in a threat to strike me. 
“That isn’t dime store jewelry, and a guy 
doesn’t hand stuff like that out for noth- 
ing!” 

“Shut up and get out!” I shouted, 
clamping my hands over my ears. For the 
first time I saw Tim for what he really 
was. I didn’t like the picture. Without a 
word, he picked up his hat and started for 
the door. He paused and gave me a know- 
ing smile. 

“Okay, I’m going,” he said, “but a dame 
like you has got to have somebody to help. 
Pll be around when you get the urge to 
take care of somebody.” 

Then he was gone and I slumped into a 
chair, too stunned to give release to the 


youre talking 


sobs that rose in my breast. I guess it had 
begun a long time ago, but at the police 
station was the first time I'd noticed it. 
Tim took it for granted that it was the 


woman’s role to take care of men—of him. 


He’d accepted my money for his bail with- 
out even a thank you, let alone a promise 
of repayment. Then, quite casually, he had 
suggested that I give him money because 
he was out of a job. 

But the climax came with his inability 
to understand that a man could give a 
woman presents simply because he wanted 
her to have them. In Tim’s book, the only 
reason Kelly had given me the watch was 
because I had given him something he had 
wanted. I was at the end of my rope. I had 
rejected Kelly’s offer of friendship because 
I was afraid of exactly the thing Tim had 
intimated; and because Tim had voiced his 
twisted philosophy, I had also rejected 
him. All I had left was my work. 

I went about my work the next few 
days like an efficient, but unfeeling ma- 
chine. Each day I drove myself to the limit, 
praying that at night I'd be so exhausted 


I'd fall asleep without thinking about 
anything. I thought often about Kelly 


those difficult days, but did not see him. I 
heard that he had rounded up the men in 
his orchestra and that he soon to 
begin his career where he’d left off. 

I had worked out in my mind the whole 
business with Tim, and refused to talk 
with him the two times he’d called the 
hospital for me. But it was good old Dr. 
Harper who finally made me see things in 
their true light. I was labelling blood speci- 
mens one day in the lab when he walked 


was 


in and greeted me. 

“How’s that young musician of yours 
doing, Susan?” he asked. 

I blushed. “He was your patient, doc- 
tor.” 

“But he’s your young man, whether you 
like it or not.” he persisted. 

I shook my head sadly. “He hasn’t even 
phoned since that last day,” I said. 

“Don’t worry, he’ll call sooner or later,” 
Dr. Harper said confidently. “You can’t 
get rid of him now.” 

Seeing the puzzled look on my face, he 
chuckled and pulled up a stool. “Did I 
ever tell the Chinese?” he 
asked. 

I shook my head, afraid to trust my 
voice, now that he had called up memories 
of Kelly. 

“Well, seems they have a strange belief,” 
he began. “I don’t know where I heard it, 
but it’s true as far as I know. Over there, 
when a person saves another’s life, he gets 
more than gratitude in return. From that 
day until the day he dies, I’m told, the 
rescuer has a friend—a servant, protector 


you about 


—forever.” 

“That’s a nice story, doctor,” I said un- 
happily. “But I’m afraid it doesn’t fit this 
situation.” 

He laid a hand on my shoulder. “I’m a 
lot older than you, my dear,” he said ear- 
nestly, “And I don’t have to be Oriental 
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to know that Mr. Kelly Brown isn’t going 
to forget you. Mark my words.” 

Despite my firm resolve not to allow my- 
self to get hurt again, I cautiously began 
building day dreams in the midst of test 
tubes, microscopes and chemicals. I’d dis- 
covered that Tim had been wrong about 
a lot of things, but one thing in particular 
—I did not want to go around helping 
people. doing things for others. I'd done 
that as a child and now as a nurse. What 
I desired most now was to be cared for; to 
be needed. I wanted someone to do things 
for me, not for what they might get out 
of it, but because they wanted to. 

That night, when my phone rang and I 
heard the strains of the song “Sweet Sue” 
coming over the wire, | grew weak with 
excitement. “How does it sound?” Kelly 
asked enthusiastically. “That’s the first 
song we recorded after I got the boys to- 
gether again.” 

“Oh. Kelly—it’s wonderful!” I cried. 

“T’m afraid I’ve been working too hard. 
though,” he said pointedly. “I think I feel 
a relapse coming on.” 

“Then you'd better get in touch with Dr. 
Harper,” I said, not knowing whether to 
laugh or to cry. 

“Finding a doctor is no trouble,” he 
laughed. “I want to be sure I get the right 
nurse.” 

“Maybe I can find one for you,” I said. 
then added boldly. “You see, I’m retiring.” 

“Did you get fed up with impossible pa- 
tients like me?” he asked. 

“No, I just want to be taken care of, 
instead of taking care of other people. I— 
I’m going to be married,” I said, holding 
my breath. 

There was a long pause. 
tions,” Kelly said unhappily. 
know?” 

“T hope so, darling! He’s a man who 
promised to be around when I really want- 
ed him to do something for me.” 

Kisses over the phone can’t compare 
with the real thing, but they convey the 
idea. And as for Dr. Harper’s Oriental tale. 
I don’t know how true it is, but it worked 
in my case. Kelly is the most loving, af- 
fectionate, devoted husband a girl could 
want. 


“Congratula- 
“Anyone I 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 51) 


bad (most child psychologists believe that 
children should be spaced about two years 
apart), but careful planning can keep the 
older child happy even though the baby 
is getting a great deal of attention. 
Parents who want to avoid the troubles 
encountered by Johnny’s father and moth- 
er need only use common sense in their 
treatment of the older child and should 
keep this in mind—the child will most 
easily adjust to a new baby in the house if 
he is assured through the actions of every 
member of the family that he is still loved, 
wanted and appreciated. He will become 
jealous only if he is made to feel insecure. 
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and doggedly attended night school. He 
had insisted that I stay in school until | 
had earned my degree at Howard and, 
meanwhile, he had found a very good job 
as a salesman for a national liquor com- 
pany. 

The day Paul came home to tell me 
about his new job, he also had another 
pleasant surprise for me. He was engaged 
to a pretty girl he had been seeing for sev- 
eral months. I felt a slight bit of conster- 
nation inwardly as Paul talked about Flo, 
but I quickly covered it up. Even while I 
was telling my brother how sincerely | 
hoped he would find happiness with the 
girl he loved, I realized that I had never 
prepared myself for this to happen. Some- 
how, I had gone along dreaming that our 
life would continue as it had been; that 
Paul and I would always live under the 
same roof, have fun together and analyze 
each other’s problems. I had known a num- 
ber of attractive. eligible young men but | 
had never encouraged any of them beyond 
a companionable friendship because I had 
one goal in mind. I wanted to graduate and 
begin a career in social work which would 
justify all the sacrificing Paul had under- 
gone for me. 

“When do you think the wedding bells 
are going to ring, Paul?” I asked him 
bravely. 

“Oh, sis, don’t rush the cadence,” he 
told me a little bashfully. “I’m going to 
wait until you graduate—only a question 
of months now. I want to see you get 
launched on a career or with a husband— 
or something.” 

“Saa-ay, by the way, sis,” Paul contin- 
ued as if a new thought had struck him. 
“What about your love life?” 

I stared at him blankly. 

“Why—what do you mean?” I came 
back, not quite sure I liked the question. 

“T mean that you're a big girl now. nice 
looking and all—but nothing’s happening. 
What do you do to all the young gallants 
I’ve seen hanging around. Tell them you're 
going to be an old maid?” 

To my own amazement, I found Paul’s 
curiosity infuriating. Even though we had 
always discussed our most intimate prob- 
lems, we had always been fairly casual 
on this subject. I didn’t want to say any- 
thing unpleasant, however, to spoil his 
enthusiasm about the new job and his ro- 
mance. 

“'d rather not talk about that now, 
Paul,” I replied a bit stiffly. “There’s plenty 
of time for that and besides I haven’t met a 
man yet who didn’t bore me—except my 
favorite brother.” 
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Paul stared at me for a minute, then 


rose to leave. 
“Well, sugar, gotta go,” he told me. 


TRIED to forget the incident but it was 
I almost impossible. In the first place, it 
was the closest we had ever come to quar- 
relling. In the second place, I was begin- 
ning to wonder if Paul looked upon me 
now as a burden, a barrier to his marriage. 
The more I thought about it the more I 
resented, sight unseen, this new female 
who had won my brother’s love and who 
had made him conscious of all he was 
doing for me. 

Soon after Paul’s revelation, he brought 
Flo to the house. He was so obviously 
proud of her and so eager for me to like 
her that I felt ashamed of the gnawing 
jealousy which had worked inside of me. 
Then too, I had to admit that Flo was a 
perfectly sweet girl, adoring Paul and 
wanting to be friendly with me. I might 
have been able to conquer my envy and 
resentment ... if it hadn’t been for the 
letter from the marriage correspondence 
club. 

I should have been amused about that 
letter. I thought it the most idiotic thing 
with its sentimental phrases about “curing 
those lonely hours,” “drying up those tears 
on your pillow,” by allowing the club to 
send you for $1 a list of twenty-five eli- 
gible bachelors who had looks, in some 
cases money or thriving businesses. Yes, 
I might have been amused, but I was only 
puzzled for the tone of the letter indicated 
that I had written the correspondence club 
for information as to how to get a man. As 
I was frowning over the literature, Paul 
walked in. 

“Why the intense concentration, Sugar?” 
he asked cheerfully. 

I shoved the literature into his 
and watched him closely, fully expecting 
him to burst into uproarious laughter. 
Instead of merriment, a peculiar expres- 
sion crossed Paul’s face and a guilty look 
which was more eloquent than words. A 
horrible realization broke across my mind 
and, in its wake, an almost tidal wave of 
fury. 

“Paul,” I gasped. “You didn’t... ?” 

The misery in his face should have 
stopped me, but it was a confession which 
drove me almost crazy mad. 

“Sugar, I just thought... . 
mered, seeking to stem my 
wrath, 

“You just thought!” I blazed forth. “You 
just thought you’d like to get rid of me, to 
stop having me hanging around your neck 
like so much dead weight. You just thought 
you were sorry about having helped me all 
these years, so you want to get some per- 
fect stranger to accept the responsibility 
now. Some postage-stamp Don Juan who 
can write slick love letters and who is so 
desperate for a woman that the only thing 
he can do is to advertise. Maybe you'd like 
to see me married to one of those phonies, 
through one of these professional romance 
agencies. Well, Paul, you can forget about 


hand 


” 


he stam- 
gathering 


me. You don’t have to worry any longer. 
I'll never take another cent of your money 
and you can bet your bottom dollar, I'll 
pay back every penny you’ve ever squan- 
dered on me. I don’t want to owe you one 
filthy cent and furthermore . . . I’m sorry 
you’re my brother.” 

Frozen with hurt, Paul stood and looked 
at me. Then he began talking. He begged 
and pleaded. trying to make me see that 
what he had done had been harmless, well- 
intentioned. But all the sadness I had felt 
for days about his forthcoming marriage, 
my resentment of Flo, had piled up inside 
of me into a big knot. I was beyond reason. 
I let loose with hot, bitter words that no 
amount of time or contrition could ever 
erase. Finally, unable to take it any longer, 
Paul had stalked out of the room, leaving 
me in scalding tears. 

I was completely obstinate about the 
whole situation. Even though I had qualms 
about whether or not I had been justified 
in acting the way I did, I wouldn’t give in. 
I spoke to Paul formally, rejected all his 
attempts at making up and loftily refused 
to accept another cent from him. It wasn’t 
long before graduation anyhow and what 
little money I needed for spending change 
and graduation expenses, I got by filling a 
part-time typing job which the school em- 
ployment office obtained for me. 

Of course, both Paul and I were miser- 
able, living under the same roof, polite ene- 
mies. At last, deeply wounded by my in- 
gratitude and unreasonableness and lonely 
for the companionship we had once shared, 
Paul packed up and left. He told me stiffly 
one day that he had rented a room in one 
of the hotels and that he and Flo were 
to be married in several weeks. I wanted 
to relent, to give in and beg his pardon, 
but my stubbornness was bolstered by the 
fact that he had already made his decision 
to go. 

The real rift in our relations was caused 
when Paul stayed away from my gradua- 
tion. I sent him an invitation and I was 
positive that, in spite of our quarrel, he 
would attend. The night I graduated, I 
anxiously surveyed the crowd of proud 
relatives and friends pouring into the huge 
hall, but there was no Paul. I had to fight 
to keep back the hot tears as I heard my 
name called and advanced to receive my 
diploma. This was the last straw, I told 
myself. But I knew how to get even. I 
wouldn’t go to Paul’s wedding. 

The next day. Paul sent me a gradua- 
tion gift—a charming wrist watch. En- 
closed with it was a note informing me that 
he and Flo wanted me to be one of the 
very few to attend the quiet wedding slated 
for a few weeks later. I re-wrapped the 
watch and mailed it back without a reply. 
I was through with my brother. I hated 
him thoroughly, I believed. 


A FTER THAT the break was complete. 
““ Paul and Flo honeymooned in New 
York and went to live in West Virginia. I 
got a full-time clerical job in an insurance 
company office and lived a dull, drab life, 
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going to work, turning down all requests 
for dates and saving every cent I could. 
I had determined to repay Paul all the 
money he had spent on me. It was my one 
ambition and there was no room for any- 
thing else in my life. I became quiet, 
moody and aloof to everything around me. 
Soon, I found myself being cranky, snap- 
ping back at people at the job and making 
sarcastic remarks to everyone. 

One afternoon, the personnel manager of 
the company called me into her office. With 
obvious embarrassment, but determinedly, 
she told me that the company was re- 
trenching and would have to let me go. I 
knew, for a fact, that business was better 
than ever. On an impulse I asked her: 
“What's the real reason, Miss Holman? 
Why are you firing me, the truth about it, 
I mean?” 

She seemed to make a sudden resolve. 

“Well, to be perfectly frank, dear,” 
answered, “There’ve been a lot of com- 
plaints about your attitude toward your 
fellow workers.” 

“Thanks,” I muttered. I didn’t have to 
ask anything further. I knew perfectly 
well how horrible I'd been behaving. 

I couldn’t sleep that night. My loneli- 
ness, the loss of my job and thoughts of 
the old days of happiness all converged 
upon me at once. My was wet 
with tears. And, in the middle of my cry- 
ing, just like a bolt out of the blue, I 
remembered the phrase in the correspon- 
dence club literature about “drying tear- 
wet pillows.” My sobs turned into a hys- 
terical laugh. I got up out of bed and 
rumaged through my dresser until I found 
that hateful letter which had started all 
the trouble between my brother and me. 
For a long time, I studied it and long after 
I had gone back to bed, I lay awake, think- 
| oe 

The next morning, I went to the neigh- 
borhood library and looked up some re- 
cent articles on marriage correspondence 
clubs. An hour later, I had an education 
about these agencies which gave me a 
completely different attitude about them. 
I had believed that these clubs were for 
low class, frustrated men and women who 
had been rejected by everyone they knew 
and who were looking for other low class, 
frustrated men and women to share their 
fruitless lives. I had believed that all of 
them were phonies which took money from 


she 


pillow 


_unsuspecting victims and gave nothing in 


return. I found out that there were more 


than 500 matrimonial correspondence 
clubs in the nation, operating in every 


state. I found out that four million people 
belonged to them and that they annually 
helped 25,000 people. 

I read a statement by Inspector L. 
A. Hiller of the U. S. Postal Inspection 
Service. New York Division, that the ma- 
jority of the clubs are honest, respectable, 
frankly in business to provide contact be- 
tween people with problems of the heart. 
Hiller said that there are some exceptions, 
of course, but that postal authorities keep 
such a tight check on these agencies that 


there is not too much chance for racketeer. 


ing. 

Back at home, I sat right down and ap. 
swered the letter from the club Sidney hag 
contacted. sending in a $3 membership fee. 

I told myself I was doing it merely oy 
of curiosity, but my heart did a wild littk 
flip-flop as I toyed with the idea that some. 
thing might come of it. 

Several days later, I received a mimeo. 
graphed list of names of eligible bachelors 
Telling myself this was still a lark, I care. 
fully read the list. It was a fabulous col. 
lection of information. There were settled 
elderly men with flourishing businesse; 
who just wanted “someone loveable anj 
young.” There were men who were adver. 
tised as possessing matinee idol handsome. 
ness. But there was one advertisemen 
which caught my fancy. It read: 

“No money. No looks. Just a nice Amer 
ican guy with a real heart, strong arm 
for loving, a strong back for working an¢ 
a yen for the kind of girl who wants some 
one to adore her and make her queen oj 
her own little home.” 

It was several days before I could fore 
myself to take action. The frankness 6 
the advertisement had appealed to me an( 
finally I could hold off no longer. I wrote 
a frank letter about myself. I wasn’t look. 
ing for a moneybags or a cutie-pie, I wrote 
I was looking for someone worthwhile ané 
down-to-earth. And, I added, I wasn’t even 
sure I wanted to marry at all. But I did 
need companionship and someone interes: 
ing to have fun with. 

The answer came back almost like : 
shot out of a cannon. It was a breezy, boy: 
ish letter signed by a Sidney Morris. He 
lived in Philadelphia, was 27, had a fairl 
decent job as a proofreader for a newsps 
per. Sydney enclosed his picture. He 
looked just like his letter—direct, frank 
and sincere. He asked me to write again 


west A postal romance that turnei 
out to be. We wrote back and fort) 
several times a week. Sidney told me al 
about his dreams of writing a novel abou 
his war experiences. He even told me the 
title he had picked and the theme of the 
book. I was thrilled about the project ani 
I was certain that if he knew how to g 
straight to the heart of a reader as he dil 
to mine—not with a lot of sentiment o 
mush—but with simplicity and forthright 
ness—his novel would be a success. 

Before I knew it, I found myself telling 
him all about my life—the happy days! 
had once known. Writing about them t 
Sidney, I felt I was re-living them. My dis 
position underwent a complete change bt 
cause I had an interest in life now, some 
thing to look forward to, Sidney’s letter 
and answering them. 

Slowly, but surely, tender hints of wha 
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we were beginning to feel for each other 
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meant to him, I felt like one who has been 
entrusted with something precious. I read 
it carefully and returned it with notes giv- 
ing my impressions and criticisms. They 
were modest comments, for I knew nothing 
about writing, but I tried to look at the 
work not as something done by a dear 
friend, but as an unprejudiced reader, just 
an ordinary person, would have viewed 
them. 

Those notes of mine did the trick. Sid- 
ney’s next letter was full of grateful en- 
thusiasm. I was just the kind of person he 
needed, he wrote. I was understanding, 
honest and sympathetic. Why couldn’t we 
get together and see what we thought of 
each other in person? Enclosed in the let- 
ter was a round-trip ticket to Philadelphia. 
Round trip, Sidney quipped, so that if I was 
scared or disillusioned when I met him, I 
could get the next train back. 

Excitedly, I prepared for the trip. It was 
the beginning of the most perfect happi- 
ness | had ever known. Sidney was more 
than | had dared expect. He wined and 
dined me, introduced me to his unpreten- 
tious, warm-hearted family, spent hours 
discussing the book with me and never 
once mentioned romance. He didn’t have 
to. Every wonderful minute of the visit 
was romantic. For the first time in my 
life I felt important, worthy to be an inspir- 
ation to someone else. All my life I had 
been on the receiving end. Now, I felt that 
[knew someone to whom I could give. 

Sidney felt I could help him too. He told 
me he wanted me to help him for the rest 
of his life. He told me that the night be- 
fore I was to return to Washington. 

“You got that return trip ticket?” 

“Of course, Sidney,” I said, startled. 

“How about not using it, darling?” he 
asked. 

I slid my arms around his neck, pressed 
my lips down on his and for a long, thrill- 
ing moment, we kissed. I knew then, for 
sure, that my heart had found its haven. 

I never used the return trip ticket to 
Washington. I wrote Paul a long letter, ad- 
mitting that I had been wrong and telling 
him about the joy what he had done for 
me had brought me. I begged his forgive- 
ness and told him Sidney and I were to be 
married a week later. My happiness was 
complete when Paul wired back: 

“So happy for you, Sugar. Nobody, but 
nobody can give a sister’s hand in mar- 
tiage, but a brother.” 

The next day, an airmail special pack- 
age arrived. It contained the watch—the 
graduation gift I had sent back to Paul in 
a fit of anger. 

Sidney and I have been married now 
for three delightful years. I know that 
there have been mail order marriages 
which backfired. I know there have been 
phony correspondence clubs which were 
deliberately or inadvertently instrumental 
in the swindling of people and even mur- 
ders for money. In my case, however, a 
wonderful brother caused me to find a won- 
derful husband—in a wonderful way— 


through Uncle Sam’s mails. THE END 
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going to work, turning down all requests 
for dates and saving every cent I could. 
I had determined to repay Paul all the 
money he had spent on me. It was my one 
ambition and there was no room for any- 
thing else in my life. I became quiet, 
moody and aloof to everything around me. 
Soon, I found myself being cranky, snap- 
ping back at people at the job and making 
sarcastic remarks to everyone. 

One afternoon, the personnel manager of 
the company called me into her office. With 
obvious embarrassment, but determinedly, 
she told me that the company 
trenching and would have to let me go. I 
knew, for a fact, that business was better 
than ever. On an impulse I asked her: 
“What's the real reason, Miss Holman? 
Why are you firing me, the truth about it, 
I mean?” 

She seemed to make a sudden resolve. 

“Well, to be perfectly frank, dear,” 
answered, “There’ve been a lot of com- 
plaints about your attitude toward your 
fellow workers.” 

“Thanks,” I muttered. I didn’t have to 
ask anything further. I knew perfectly 
well how horrible I’d been behaving. 

I couldn’t sleep that night. My loneli- 
ness, the loss of my job and thoughts of 
the old days of happiness all converged 
me at once. My pillow was wet 
with tears. And, in the middle of my cry- 
ing, just like a bolt out of the blue, I 
remembered the phrase in the correspon- 
dence club literature about “drying tear- 
wet pillows.” My sobs turned into a hys- 
terical laugh. I got up out of bed and 
rumaged through my dresser until I found 
that hateful letter which had started all 
the trouble between my brother and me. 
For a long time, I studied it and long after 
I had gone back to bed, I lay awake, think- 
7 ee 

The next morning, I went to the neigh- 
borhood library and looked up some re- 
cent articles on marriage correspondence 
clubs. An hour later, I had an education 
about these agencies which gave me a 
completely different attitude about them. 
I had believed that these clubs were for 
low class, frustrated men and women who 
had been rejected by everyone they knew 
and who were looking for other low class, 
frustrated men and women to share their 
fruitless lives. I had believed that all of 
them were phonies which took money from 


was re- 


she 


upon 


unsuspecting victims and gave nothing in 


return. I found out that there were more 
than 500 matrimonial correspondence 
clubs in the nation, operating in every 
state. I found out that four million people 
belonged to them and that they annually 
helped 25,000 people. 

I read a statement by Inspector L. 
A. Hiller of the U. S. Postal Inspection 
Service, New York Division, that the ma- 
jority of the clubs are honest, respectable, 
frankly in business to provide contact be- 
tween people with problems of the heart. 
Hiller said that there are some exceptions, 
of course, but that postal authorities keep 
such a tight check on these agencies that 


there is not too much chance for racketeer. 


ing. 

Back at home, I sat right down and ap. 
swered the letter from the club Sidney haj 
contacted, sending in a $3 membership fee. 

I told myself I was doing it merely oy 
of curiosity, but my heart did a wild littk 
flip-flop as I toyed with the idea that some. 
thing might come of it. 

Several days later, I received a mimeo. 
graphed list of names of eligible bachelors 
Telling myself this was still a lark, I care. 
fully read the list. It was a fabulous col. 
lection of information. There were settled 
elderly men with flourishing businesse; 
who just wanted “someone loveable an 
young.” There were men who were adver. 
tised as possessing matinee idol handsome 
ness. But there was one advertisemen 
which caught my fancy. It read: 

“No money. No looks. Just a nice Amer 
ican guy with a real heart, strong arm 
for loving, a strong back for working ané 
a yen for the kind of girl who wants some. 
one to adore her and make her queen of 
her own little home.” 

It was several days before I could force 
myself to take action. The frankness 6 
the advertisement had appealed to me anj 
finally I could hold off no longer. I wrote 
a frank letter about myself. I wasn’t look- 
ing for a moneybags or a cutie-pie, I wrote 
I was looking for someone worthwhile ani 
down-to-earth. And, I added, I wasn’t even 
sure I wanted to marry at all. But I di 
need companionship and someone interes 
ing to have fun with. 

The answer came back almost like : 
shot out of a cannon. It was a breezy, boy: 
ish letter signed by a Sidney Morris. He 
lived in Philadelphia, was 27, had a fairl 
decent job as a proofreader for a newspz- 
per. Sydney enclosed his picture. He 
looked just like his letter—direct, frank 
and sincere. He asked me to write again. 


weet A postal romance that turnei 
out to be. We wrote back and forth 
several times a week. Sidney told me al 
about his dreams of writing a novel about 
his war experiences. He even told me th 
title he had picked and the theme of the 
book. I was thrilled about the project ani 
I was certain that if he knew how to g 
straight to the heart of a reader as he dil 
to mine—not with a lot of sentiment « 
mush—but with simplicity and forthright 
ness—his novel would be a success. 

Before I knew it, I found myself tellin; 
him all about my life—the happy days! 
had once known. Writing about them ti 
Sidney, I felt I was re-living them. My dis 
position underwent a complete change be 
cause I had an interest in life now, some 
thing to look forward to, Sidney’s letter 
and answering them. 

Slowly, but surely, tender hints of wha 
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crept into the letters. Believe it or not, tle 
greatest thrill of all for me was not aly 
thing romantic or dramatic. It was receit§ 
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meant to him, I felt like one who has been 
entrusted with something precious. I read 
it carefully and returned it with notes giv- 
ing my impressions and criticisms. They 
were modest comments, for I knew nothing 
about writing, but I tried to look at the 
work not as something done by a dear 
friend, but as an unprejudiced reader, just 
an ordinary person, would have viewed 
them. 

Those notes of mine did the trick. Sid- 
ney’s next letter was full of grateful en- 
thusiasm. I was just the kind of person he 
needed, he wrote. I was understanding, 
honest and sympathetic. Why couldn’t we 
get together and see what we thought of 
each other in person? Enclosed in the let- 
ter was a round-trip ticket to Philadelphia. 
Round trip, Sidney quipped, so that if I was 
scared or disillusioned when I met him, I 
could get the next train back. 

Excitedly, I prepared for the trip. It was 
the beginning of the most perfect happi- 
ness | had ever known. Sidney was more 
than | had dared expect. He wined and 
dined me, introduced me to his unpreten- 
tious, warm-hearted family, spent hours 
discussing the book with me and never 
once mentioned romance. He didn’t have 
to. Every wonderful minute of the visit 
was romantic. For the first time in my 
life I felt important, worthy to be an inspir- 
ation to someone else. All my life I had 
been on the receiving end. Now, I felt that 
Iknew someone to whom I could give. 

Sidney felt I could help him too. He told 
me he wanted me to help him for the rest 
of his life. He told me that the night be- 
fore | was to return to Washington. 

“You got that return trip ticket?” 

“Of course, Sidney,” I said, startled. 

“How about not using it, darling?” he 
asked. 

I slid my arms around his neck, pressed 
my lips down on his and for a long, thrill- 
ing moment, we kissed. I knew then, for 
sure, that my heart had found its haven. 

I never used the return trip ticket to 
Washington. I wrote Paul a long letter, ad- 
mitting that I had been wrong and telling 
him about the joy what he had done for 
me had brought me. I begged his forgive- 
ness and told him Sidney and I were to be 
married a week later. My happiness was 
complete when Paul wired back: 

“So happy for you, Sugar. Nobody, but 
nobody can give a sister’s hand in mar- 
tiage, but a brother.” 

The next day, an airmail special pack- 
age arrived. It contained the watch—the 
graduation gift I had sent back to Paul in 
a fit of anger. 

Sidney and I have been married now 
for three delightful years. I know that 
there have been mail order marriages 
which backfired. I know there have been 
phony correspondence clubs which were 
deliberately or inadvertently instrumental 
in the swindling of people and even mur- 
ders for money. In my case, however, a 
wonderful brother caused me to find a won- 
derful husband—in a wonderful way— 


through Uncle Sam’s mails, THE END 
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(Continued from Page 49) 


body odor that is more prevalent than it 
should be. 

It is not necessary to use expensive and 
oftentimes harmful deodorants to attain a 
desirable body hygiene. The free (and 
even lavish) use of soap and water is all 
that is necessary to prevent objectionable 
body odors. Advertisements often resort to 
scare statements to bludgeon people into 
using deodorants. Before these prepara- 
tions attained their present vogue people 
were able to deal adequately with the 
problem of body odor by the simple expe- 
dient of frequent bathing and changing of 
clothing. Deodorants together with mask- 
ing perfumes are apt to be used as substi- 
tutes for cleanliness. No matter how much 
one sweats there is little likelhood of putre- 
factive odors developing before the average 
person will have an opportunity to wash 
himself and change his clothing. If you 
start with a clean body and clean cloth- 
ing many hours must elapse before the de- 
composing bacteria can grow enough to 
produce a bad odor. Even a hard-working 
person will have time enough to clean him- 
self before he needs to be afraid of a smell. 

As I have mentioned above, the type of 
advertisements known as_ scare-ads_at- 
tempt to convey the impression that unless 
certain deodorants are used the person 
will be a social pariah. This never-ending 
propaganda as to the dire consequences of 
not using deodorants may actually fright- 
en many gullible people into purchasing 
the products as absolute necessities while 
others with more restraint and cooler judg- 
ments will consider them for what they 
actually are, namely. expensive non-essen- 
tial accessories which one may take or 
leave without any significant difference in 
results. The persistent emphasis which ad- 
vertisements give deodorants and which ex- 
plicit the prevalent sensitivity of the pub- 
lic toward the possibility of body odors 
often leads to tragic results. Dermatolo- 
gists frequently have patients who claim 
to have a persistent bad odor which no 
amount of bathing, deodorants, or masking 
perfumes will remove. They are convinced 
that their associates shun them. They inter- 
pret every glance and every whispered con- 
versation to-be concerned with their imag- 
ined bad odor although they spend many 
hours bathing and changing clothing and 
considerable money in purchasing deodor- 


ants, powders, and perfumes. Attempts to 
convince them that they are normal people 
are met with arguments and evidence they 
believe to be incontrovertible. Medical 
treatment known to be efficacious in remoy. 
ing body odors will not change their con. 
viction. They have a vast fear of losing 
their job, their husband, wife, sweetheart, 
or friends. Actually these people are men. 
tal cases attempting to substitute ap 
explainable but wholly-imagined bad body 
odor for some denied personality deficien. 
cy which is the real threat to their security, 

There is, however, a rare disease known 
as bromidrosis in which the sweat has an 
odor when secreted. It is usually the sweat 
of the specialized apocrine glands under 
the arms and around the breasts and geni. 
tals that are involved. Also certain foods, 
particularly onions and garlic, and some 
medicines are excreted in the sweat and 
give it an odor. 

Under certain conditions there is no 
harm in using deodorants especially if 
they give one the psychological feeling of 
safety. The conditions to be observed are, 
first, that they are not substituted for gen- 
eral hygienic cleanliness and, second, that 
they do not inflame the skin. Deodorant: 
contain a harsh chemical, usually aluni. 
num chloride, which often causes an erup 
tion under the arms and even over all the 
body. Sometimes a person can use a par 
ticular deodorant for years and then sud. 
become sensitized to it so that a 
People with this 


denly 
severe eczema results. 
experience will decide and find that soap 
and water gives them all the protection 
they need. 

This discussion naturally brings up the 
old question of racial characteristics of 
body odors. Some white people declare 
that Negroes have distinctive odors, 
and Negroes equally insist that white peo 
ple have specific smells. Carefully conduct 
ed scientific tests have exploded such re 
cial distinctions. Nevertheless, there are 
special odors which undoubtedly distin 
guish different species of animals and even 
individuals of a given species. The best 
known example of this is the ability of 
bloodhound to track a single person. Hunt 
ers of wild animals know that a_ wind 
blowing toward the beasts conveying hw: 
man odors will warn them of danger. Iti: 
said that primitive people can not only 
identify alien people but are also able to 
distinguish between a man and a womal. 
Whatever odor there is by which such 
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identifications can be made it originate 
in the secretion of the specialized apoc 
rine sweat glands. These glands are be 
lieved by some scientists to be actually se! 
glands. There is also a theory that thei 
secretion can be identified as female bj 
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Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 14) 


Some of us are more richly endowed with 
such gifts than others but we all can fully 
use the gifts that are ours. 

Graphologically speaking our spiritual 
gifts are the same as our basic character 
traits, and can be found in our Handwrit- 
ing. Take this golden chance to express 
your natural talent and you can be ‘sure 
J progressive expansion. By way of illus- 
tration I present the following specimens 
for those in doubt as to the spiritual gifts 
they possess. Compare your writing with 
the examples: 

Fig. 1. Self Confidence—When your 
writing is large-sized, regular and broadly 
spaced you have the ability to stand as a 
rock when others feel insecure. 

Fig. 2. Adaptability—The partly round- 
ed and uneven formation of the letters 
show you are able to employ whatever is at 
hand and to the best advantage. 

Fig. 3—Physical Activity—This vigor- 
ously penned handwriting reveals a writer 
who is interested in what goes on in the 
world. He’s energetic and vital. 

Fig. 4.—Executive Ability—The almost 
vertical slant, angular writing and regular 
script reveals the ability to assume con- 
sciously responsibilities and leadership 
along progressive lines. 

Fig. 5—Enthusiasm—the extreme right 
slant and the extra long flowing “t” bars 
reveal the ability to arouse others in a 
rather dramatic way. This writer’s depth of 
feeling and expression is fascinating. 

Fig. 6.—Spiritual or Aesthetic—The 
light pressure, right slanted, rounded writ- 
ing and very high upper loops reveal the 
ability to create new values and new pur- 
poses in life. This writer leans towards the 
higher levels of existence. 

Fig. 7—Courageous—The moderate 
slant, legibility, and increasing size of 
writing reveals a writer who hasn’t any 
fear and who is equal to any task. 

Fig. 8—Tolerance—The width of the 
writing, rounded letter formation with long 
endings, right slant, and rounded “i” dots 
reveal a writer slow to anger, patient and 
loyal. She is a comfort to those around her. 

Fig. 9—Strong Will Power—The long 
rising “t” bar trimmed with hooks and 
firm pressure reveals this writer to be 
capable of mastering situations and reach- 
ing desired goals. 

Fig. 10.—Visionary—The short firm 
“t” bars placed high above the stem reveal 
a writer with the ability to perceive and 
plan ahead. 

All the above have gifts and so do all 
of us. So why not each of us do something 
about making the world a better place in 
which to live by giving the best that we 
have, 

Let’s live in the Xmas spirit not only 
during season, but every day of the year. 








YOU CAN HAVE THAT. 


Marin 


WITH BRA- Ss’ LETIE= : | 
new Glamour 3-in-1-—— ge ! 











MARLENE 


ORIGINAL 





Have the figure FASHION demands! The 


_ LADY IT'S AN 
1. UPLIFT BRA 






ITSA 
minute you slip into Bra-S'Lette, you're ya WAIST NIPPER 


beautifully feminine, bewitchingly fash- ..].............00sceeeeeeeeees 


ionable — smooth, sleek, seductive with 


POINTED 


ITSA ) 
_ , are son H ' iy 
til Bove, teeny waist, anteing Hipet 3. GARTER BELT or fashionably 


No bulges anywhere! Bra-S'’Lette slims 
you where you need it, rounds you every- ** 
where else—with undreamed-of comfort 
too. Just shape cups to lovely pointed or 
rounded contours. It's all done with light, adjust- 
able flexion boning found only in Bra-S'Lette. 
Elastic at cups for added support—lace and net 
trim for exquisite allure. And Bra-S’Lette is 
economical—a 3-in-1 to make you controlled, com- 





fortable, super-curvaceous at one little price.. 


95 





WHITE, NUDE, _ IN RAYON 
BLACK, BLUE suit SATIN 

A cup, 32 to 36 

B cup, 32 to 38 In NYLON satin $10. 


C cup, 32 to 42 


bp) Jo ure Daring! 


Seductive deep-plunge style with 
luxurious Alencon-type lace lav 
ished all the way down to an en- 
ticing, exciting new low! Peeka- 


added allure! Plus all the 





1 £0) Gin 8) 3 8) 


Yu adjust 
the cups! 





F WEAR STRAPS 


¥ " ON-OR-OFF 
ALLURING 





EITHER WAY! 





SENT ON 10-DAY APPROVAL 





WILCO CO., Dept. B101 45 East 17th St., New York 3, N. Y. 
in Please send me 


o£, h etcted — $" LETTE at > 95 


«a oO ] NYLON SATIN BRA-S'LETTE at $10 
Bra-S'Lette e—__Cup —___1 
o om SATIN peep. PLUNGE BRA-S’LETTE at $10 
- up. 


Name 


Color Choice. 2nd Color Choice. 





st Color Choice. 2nd Color Choice__. 





95 
Ist Color Choice. 2nd Color Choice___. 











wonderful Bua-S'Le rir features! | city 


boo nylon marquisette too—tor | gagrecs 





State. 





a 
ad ~ an " — NYLON [> Send C.0.0. | will pay postage Ol enclose__. You pay postage. 
ly $10.95 | iF wor DELIGHTED, | MAY RETURN IN 10 DAYS FOR FULL PURCHASE PRICE REFUND, 

















Power of Prayer 
if you seek a HAPPIER LIFE ef Love, Health, 
Peace, Prosperity, Success... Send for THE 
POWER OF PRAYER today! This great little 


R book must be read by all believers. 
Just Send Name, Age, Address and 
10 cents to cover expenses. 


GUIDANCE HOUSE, Dept. DP 
Box 201 Times Sq. Station, New York 18, N. Y. 











SONG POEMS WANTED 


TO BE SET TO MUSIC 


Send Your Poems Today For Free Examination to 


J. CHAS. McNEIL 
A. B. MASTER OF MUSIC 
510-T So. Alexandria, Los Angeles 5, Calif. 





























to give you 

added whey Length 

to Hair appearance, Extra wide, soft, smooth, 
carefully os from choice Human hair. SEND 

ne M YY! Just name, address. Pay postman 
O.D.$2. Es & postage. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
MADAM JONES CO., Dept. P-371 

2451 S. Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Il. 





FROM FRANCE! 





THE LORD'S PRAYER 
OUR FATHER WHO ART IN HEAVEN, 
HALLOWED BE THY NAME THY KiNG- 
DOM COME. THY WILL BE DONE OW 
EARTH AS IT IS IN HEAVEN, GIVE US 
‘Tuts DAY OUR DAILY BREAD ANDO FoR: 
GIVE US OUR TRESPASSES AS WE FOR- 


This sparkling cross is set with 
BRILLIANTS and SAP- 
PHIRES that Gleam and Glis- 
ten. When you place the center 
close to your eye you see the 
LORD’S VPRAYFR clearly and 
distinctly. (Your choice of 
Catholic or Protestant Version.) 


Neat and trim finished in shimmery satiny metal 
and neck chain with patented clasp. Wonderful 
to have and for Gift Giving too! Only $2.98 com- 
plete (from France). Satisfaction guaranteed or 
your money refunded. Send your name and address 
how. Vay postman $2.98 plus few cents postage 
on delivery, or enclose $2.98 and save postal 


charges. 
MANLY CO. 
45 East 17th St, Dept. C-517, New York, N. Y. 
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America’s 
Most 
Sensational 
Mixed 
Marriage 





(Continued from Page 25) 


Leonard Kip Rhinelander was born in 
Westchester County, just north of New 
York. He attended the best of private 
schools. Physically Kip was all right, but 
he was never a bright boy. He was widely 
travelled and during and before the time 
he knew Alice he took extended vacations. 
He almost always had a personal servant 
and a fine car. 

But his teachers failed to hold him in 
high regard and he was so clumsy that 
once, when he got a new toy—a big shiny 
roadster—he tumbled right out of it and 
hurt his big head. Further, his family was 
ashamed of him and rarely spent any time 
with him at all. All they spent on him was 
money, and Kip had plenty of that. 

With Alice it was different. Her father. 
George Jones, migrated to England from 
the West Indies in the latter part of the 
19th Century. There he married the former 
Elizabeth Brown, a white woman who ap- 
parently had other children by a previous 
marriage but little is known of that. 

Around 1891 both of them came to 
America and by 1912 he had citizenship 
papers. Their three children were born 
here. They were Emily, Grace and Alice. 

George started to work as a refuse col- 
lector and gradually blossomed out into the 
taxi business. It was as a “poor cab driver,” 
that George was known in the press at the 
time of the trial. Actually, he was not poor 
but owned his own home and had a fair 





business, 

Sometimes one of the girls. usually Emi- 
ly, would attend a Negro church but the 
family’s contacts with Negroes was greatly 
limited by their preference for whiteness. 
For some reason the West Indian immi- 
grant did not require his daughter to get 
adequate schooling and she quit school 
at an early age. 

Mrs. Jones is remembered by those who 
knew her as a kindly, plump, remarkably 
innocent lady who paid little attention to 
anything further removed than her back- 
yard. She had no suspicions about her 
daughter’s relations with Kip. 

At the time of the marriage the press 
knew but little about Alice and since she 
was colored they knew not how to find 
more. In fact, they were not sure that she 
was colored. Certain documents said white 
but others said colored. 

When the news of the marriage broke, 
Philip Rhinelander, Kip’s father, issued 
the following statement to the press: “Mr. 
Rhinelander states that his son, Leonard 
Kip Rhinelander, who is more than 21 
years old, married on Oct. 14 without his 
knowledge. Mr. Rhinelander has never 
tz 


met the young lady whom his son has 
married but understands that she is of 
English descent.” 

The big news of the wedding and the 
pre-marital sport the couple had enjoyed 
were widely reported in the press and the 
subject of interminable discussions in 
speakeasies and tearooms. Pornographic 
picture books purportedly showing Kip 
and Alice together were best sellers in the 
gutter market. There are many party 
lines in New Rochelle and it is said that 
almost any subscriber could pick up her 
phone and hear her party talking about 
** |. . and did you know he actually knew 
this girl was a dinge. . . . and how they 
carried on in those hotels, why a body’d 
thik thata...” 

The Ku Klux Klan, then an evil symbol! 
which cast its burning cross shadow across 
American life, issued vague threats. A 
brick sailed through Alice’s window. Was 
it the KKK? And Alice was warned not to 
come south because “down here we don't 
believe in no miscegenation.” 

Jokes and ribald songs were made up to 
enliven speakeasy nights and the “Alice- 
Kip” kiss was popular in rumble seats of 
roadsters. Every white man who ever want- 
ed a Negro woman had one vicariously 
through Kip because everything. real or 
made-up. that ever happened to them was 
common knowledge. 

The country was divided. Negroes stood 
solidly behind Alice—way behind because 
Alice was not too fond of the association. 
Her mother had been displeased when Em- 
ily married Robert “Footsie” Brooks, a 
Negro butler. The Solid South screamed 
from below the Mason-Dixon line. Some 
white Southern men said it was “perfectly 
all right to do what Kip did, but why mar- 
ry her?” But Kip loved Alice and wanted 
a respectable relationship. In marrying her 
he made perhaps the only big decision this 
rich young man had ever been called upon 
to make. 

As soon as the marriage was discovered. 
Kip left Alice. He had been living at 763 
Pelham Road and he had also rented a 
swank apartment. But he gave that up too. 

It was rumored that Alice would sue 
Philip Rhinelander, Kip’s father, for al- 
ienation of affections. It was rumored that 
Alice and Kip had skipped the country. 


- But the truth was so simple: Kip had been 


persuaded to abandon Alice and sue for 
annulment on the grounds that she was 
colored. 

In the year of editorial quiet that pre- 
ceded the trial. the newspapers threshed 
around for stories to salve reader curiosity 
about Alice. The New York Times found 
Mrs. Jane Dunham, head laundress at a 
place where Alice had worked for $25 a 
month and meals. Mrs. Dunham said that 
during the war (1917-1918) the govern- 
ment had required the listing of all work- 
ers in the plant. Alice was listed as “mulat- 
to.” She did not know what the big word 
meant and asked her boss. When it was 


explained it means “mixture of white and 
Negro” Alice was horrified. 

Another story in the press was this: In 
the same laundry Alice had been accused 
of calling some Italians “greasy wops.” 
They countered by calling her a “dirty nig. 
ger.” And again Alice cried. 

The press also said that Alice had boast. 
ed to her co-laundresses that she was go. 
ing to marry a millionaire and take a trip 
to Europe. 

One of Alice’s sisters complained to the 
press that jealousy was behind the whole 
tragedy. 

“This whole thing about our being Ne. 
groes is just jealousy. My father is not 
colored but is of West Indian descent. It 
was the same way when I got married, 
Women make me sick anyway. There are 
a lot of girls around here who are sore 
because they did not cop a millionaire like 
my sister did.” 


Bor SIDES jockeyed for position be. 

for the trial Each side retained fa. 
mous counsel. For Kip there was the for- 
mer Judge. Isaac Mills. For Alice the 
formidable Lee Parsons Davis. Today 
Davis is still prominent in Westchester 
legal circles. He has nothing to add to the 
written record of the case. 

New Rochelle prepared for the big trial 
the way some cities prepare for a_presi- 
dential convention. Lodging houses filled 
up with the throng who wanted to hear 
the lush letters read in court. It had been 
said that thousands of letters, filled with 
aphrodisiac phrases and passages. had 
been exchanged between the lovers. The 
masses wanted to hear these letters and 
revel in them. 

Thirty-five reporters converged on the 
town and were billeted in the hotels. Spe 
cial telephone wires were strung. And 
then came the experts. Handwriting men, 
advice to the lovelorn columnists, phrenol- 
ogists and artists. The latter drew pictures 
of Alice. the courtroom and made up any 
pictures that did not have real life repli: 
cas. 

It was a holiday for the press and its 
excesses were appalling. Pictures of Alice 
and Kip were taken separately and pasted 
together. Whole new scenes were re-created 
and it was all in a day’s work. 

And finally in early November of 1925. 
13 months after the marriage. the trial 
opened. 

Alice was clad in expensive garments. A 
newspaper reporter said she was of a color 
“which in some people indicates sunburn, 
and left it up to the reader’s imagination 
to fill in the rest of the thought. 

Once or twice she dabbed her eyes with 
a wispy linen handkerchief. 

She was always accompanied by het 
mother and father and usually her sisters 
A crowd formed behind her when she lef 
the court and followed her home. 

Many Negroes attended the trial and 
generally sat in the rear of the room. They 
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were in the Social Register, too, sat and 
stared at Alice—the woman who had done 
this audacious thing. Although she never 
took the stand and never said anything in 
court, she was the dominant figure. 

With Kip it was different. He, too, was 
well-dressed. Newspapers said that he and 
“Footsie” Brooks, his colored brother-in- 
law, were the best-dressed men in the court. 
But Kip was frequently ill at ease and once 
had to ask for a break in the trial so that 
he could recuperate from the nervous 
strain. 

More than once, under the cold incisive 
prying of Lee Parsons Davis, Kip was to 
gulp water and sweat profusely. At these 
times the freckles on his face stood out 


like spit on a clean floor. His sunburn 
began to wear off and the stuttering, 


which he had partially overcome when 
he discovered that Alice loved him, re- 
turned. He was as ill at ease as a hungry 
man in a pawnshop. At all times he was 
surrounded by a covey of lawyers and a 
bull-necked bodyguard. 

And with the stage set, the telephone 
lines to newspapers in perfect working 
order and reporters ready to pounce on 
each detail, the great battle began. 

Kip’s lawyers played a discordant theme 
of race-race-race. Alice was colored and 
had deceived Kip into thinking she was 
white. It would be proven that Alice was 
colored and that she had been mistress 
to another man before she met Kip. It 
would be proven, Kip’s legal voice said, 
that Alice was an easy pick-up who 
pounced on Kip and ensnared him until 
he married her. 

Yet Alice had never smoked or drank. 
Many of the stories she told Kip about 
other romances were little lies. And Kip 
seduced her; she did not lure the young 
man away. All this was brought out in the 
trial—later. 

Mills told the jury it had only four ques- 
tions to answer: Is Alice colored? Did she 
represent herself to be white before mar- 
riage? Did Kip marry her believing that 
she was white? Did Kip enter the marriage 
with full knowledge of her ancestry? 

The attorney pointed out that it would 
be better to be a dead white man than mar- 
tied to Alice Jones, Negro. 

Then he told the jury how Kip met 
Alice: 

“When he was 17, just before he met 
her, he went to an institution known as 
the Orchard at Stamford, Conn. His father 
arranged for him to go there for his afflic- 
tion, and his mental backwardness. He 
was given abundant money, an automobile 
and no watch was kept over him. He fell 
in with a miserable wretch known as Carl 
Crackler. 

“One day he was riding with Crackler in 
his automobile on Pelham Road in New 
Rochelle when the automobile broke down. 
While they were working on the car a 
young woman came from the sidewalk. She 
was Grace Jones. Crackler went off with 
Grace and came back an hour later. Crack- 
ler made a date with Grace for two days 
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later, but he was unable to keep it, and 
Leonard went down to explain to Grace 
why Crackler could not appear. 

“While he was doing so, who 
come along but this defendant, and he thus 
met her for the first time. Grace said 
to her sister: 

“*You take Leonard and I will get an- 
other fellow.’ They climbed into this boy’s 
auto. Grace hailed another boy, and they 
went to Proctor’s. in Mount Vernon. They 
met for the first time on Oct. 13, 1921. On 
Oct. 27. she wrote an affectionate letter to 
him. On Nov. 4 she wrote another. 

“On Nov. 17 there was another letter. 
She said in this letter to the boy on whom 
no woman had ever smiled before: 

“‘Tisten Leonard, I’ve had some sweet- 
hearts, but I have never been loved like 
you do. I never let a fellow love and caress 
me like you do.’ 

“Imagine that.” Judge Mills continued. 
“an inexperienced boy and a woman sev- 
eral years older than he. We will be able 
to prove that before she met him she was 
the mistress of another man.” 

Attorney Davis was on his feet the mo- 
ment Judge Mills made this statement, 
objecting. 

Judge Mills then supplemented his state- 
ment by remarking, “She admitted it in 
a letter to him.” 

Justice Morschauser then 
statements would have to be proved. 


should 


said these 


ND WITH THAT the enormous welter 

of testimony began. Under the gentle 
and friendly questioning of his own attor- 
ney, Kip was composed and even sage on 
the stand. But the witness chair became a 
torture box when Davis probed ceaselessly 
for the truth and made Kip admit first 
one lie and then another. Some things, 
Kip said, were not true but they were not 
lies either. They were a bit of lie and a bit 
of truth. The courtroom snickered when 
Kip floundered and lied and then lied to 
cover the first lie. 

A big issue with Kip’s attorneys had been 
Alice’s original wishy-washiness about her 
race. His attorneys probably hoped that 
Alice would attempt to claim that she was 
white. Against this possibility Kip’s agents 
even went to England to trace her ancestry 
and stood ready to prove that by American 
law and custom she was as colored as old 
Black Joe. 

Lee Parsons Davis counselled Alice on 
this before the trial and admitted her 
race. Thus, the wind was whisked out of 
one of Mill’s main sails. 

Davis’ questioning of Kip started as in- 
nocently as a fond father’s interrogation of 
a naughty junior and Kip was disarmed. 
Looking at Alice, Davis asked: “Does your 
wife look now the same as she did when 
you were married?” 

And Kip said “Yes.” And with that af- 
firmative answer to a simple question Davis 
lit into Kip and ripped open the fabric of 
lies that had been woven for or by him. 

Next Davis made Kip admit that the 
trial was more or less forced on him, that 


he had not wanted to surrender the famed 
Alice-Kip love letters and that the very 
cornerstone of the trial, the bill of particu. 
lars, was based on several lies. When he 
made that admission, no member of his 
family was present to give him moral sup. 
port and his lawyers were powerless be. 
cause Davis’ questioning was in order. 
Then Davis made Kip admit that he did 
not like to associate on friendly, equal 
terms with Negroes. 
While Kip was saying this, Davis walked 
around the packed courtroom. Standing 
near Kip’s dark brother-in-law, Robert 
Brooks, Davis peremptorily ordered the 
butler to stand up. 
“You called him Bob?” Davis asked, 
Kip said he had made that request. “And 
you asked him to call you Leonard,” and 
again Kip said “Yes.” Then came the 
question that knocked the props out from 
under Kip: “Did you know he was col- 
ored?” 
“Yes,” Kip responded. 
And then Davis showed, by questioning, 
that Kip was a frequent visitor to the Jones 
home, that he had even put old man Jones 
out of the master bed so that he could 
spend the nights closer to Alice. He also 
admitted that he had fondled Emily’s col- 
ored baby on his knee and had _ played 


poker with Brooks’ friends. Brooks had 
told the court, “All my friends are col- 
ored.” 


“You still tell this jury that you didn't 
want to be on intimate terms with colored 
people?” 

“T can’t answer that yes or no,” Kip said 
but the jury knew the answer. 

Then Davis had more questions—an 
unending stream of queries that continued 
for several days. 

Davis asked Kip when he fell in love 
with Alice. The testimony that followed 
was: 

“Very shortly after I met her. That was 
in 1921.” 

“And very shortly after that you volun 
tarily fell in love with her?” 

“Yes.” It was really about two weeks 
after, he said. 

“Not a very long time for a girl to pur 
sue you,” said Davis. 

“No.” 

“You were pursuing her, as a matter of 
fact, weren’t you?” 

“T was, yes.” 

“You weren’t seeking her love without 
honest marriage in view?” 

“No,” 

“What were you making love to her for! 
To pass the time away?” There was 0 
answer. 

“What did you have in view?” 

Rhinelander sat and stared in front o 
him for several minutes. His jaw worked 
and his folded arms were tense. Rhinelan¢ 
er then came in for some of the most ett 
barrassing moments he faced in his fit 
days on the stand. 

“You weren't so awfully innocent whe 
you met Alice?” 
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“T was,” he said, and there was a titter 
in the room. 

“You know how to play stud?” 

"Yes," 

“You had had a drink before you met 
her?” 

“T might have had.” 

“You made love to Alice? You weren’t 
so innocent as not to know how to make 
love?” 

“T was, yes.” 

“You knew how to hold her hand?” 

“Ves,” 

“You knew how to put your arm around 
her?” 

“Yes,” he said defiantly. 

“You knew how to kiss a girl? I don’t 
think there is much else to it if you do 
these things, is there?” asked Davis. 

Rhinelander sat silent. 

“Do you hesitate because you feel this 
case slipping out from under you?” 

More silence. 

“How did you make love?” 

“We rode around in an automobile.” 

“How did you start to make love to 
her?” 

“I put my arm around her.” 

“What did you say to her when you put 
your arm around her?” 

“T don’t recollect,” said Rhinelander, 
after a long wait. 

Davis brought out that Rhinelander 
wasn’t really in love with her then, and 
asked: “It amused you then to put your 
arm around her and kiss her?” 

“Yes.” 

“You got a thrill from it?” 

“Tes.” 

“So you were not so innocent but you 
could put your arm around a girl, kiss her 
and get a thrill?” 

“No.” 

“You didn’t know when you put your 
arm around her and kissed her that you 
were going to get a thrill?” 

“No.” 

“Do you mean that? What induced you 
to put your arm around her?” 

“Human instinct.” said Rhinelander. 

Davis then turned to the letters of Alice. 
and after saying that he had _ protested 
against dragging filth into the case, asked 
if Rhinelander “knew the nature of the 
letters that would drag your wife in the 
gutter?” 

He said he did. 

“When were your acts with Alice Rhine- 
lander anything but the acts of a gentle- 
man?” 

“When we went to the Marie Antoinette 
Hotel.” 

“Her acts were always ladylike up to 
that time?” 

“Yes.” 

“You had gone no further before your 
trip to the Marie Antoinette than to put 
your arm around her and hold her hand?” 

“I think not.” 

“You had a sex urge, didn’t you, while 
making love to Alice?” 

1s.” 
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“What did you do to play on that sex 
urge in Alice?” 

Rhinelander finally explained what had 
occurred before they went to the hotel. 

“You understand, Mr. Rhinelander, 
there is no more room for modesty in this 
case after what you put this girl through 
in reading her letters,” said Davis. 

“Yes,” he admitted, and drank more 
water. 

“That you did of your own volition?” 

“Yes.” 

“So you had a set purpose in mind that 
you were going to become intimate with 
this girl?” 

“No.” he mumbled. 

“How long after you met her was it that 
you became intimate with her?” 

The pause was so long that Davis sug- 
gested that Rhinelander be permitted to 
take a rest, but the judge directed that the 
examination go on. All this time Judge 
Mills sat quietly in front of his client, 
without attempting to interrupt. 

“How long was it?” 

“About a month.” 

“At that juncture did you have mar- 
riage in mind?” 

“T did not.” 

“You knew what yeu were going about?” 

“Yes,” he admitted. 

“You weren't in 
1921?” 

“No.” 

“You were not trying to ‘kid her along,’ 
to use a slang expression?” 


"ie. 


love with Alice in 


ISCUSSING the time the couple spent 
in the New York Hotel, Rhinelander 
was asked: 

“How did you happen to go to the Marie 
Antoinette Hotel?” 

“We were on our way to the theater, 
motoring in, and Alice told me she antic- 
ipated staying at the Marie Antoinette 
that night.” 

“Nothing had been said up to that time 
about staying at the hotel?” 

“No.” 

“You were planning to take her back 
home?” 

“Yes,” 

“What happened then?” 

“T asked her if I might accompany her.” 
he said, having considerable difficulty with 
the word “accompany.” 

“What did she say to that?” 

“She refused at first, but after some 
persuasion she agreed to it.” 

“How much time was spent in persuad- 
ing her?” asked Judge Mills. 

“About twenty minutes.” 

They went to the hotel and registered as 
Mr. and Mrs. James Smith of Rye. and 
then went to the theater. Then they re- 
turned to the hotel. 

“Was it a room with or without a bath?” 

“With a bath.” 

“One room?” 

“Wes.” 

“How 


room?” 


long did you remain in that 


said young Rhine- 


“About a week,” 
lander, unmoved. 

He then went into details of their stay, 
and said that the only time he left was to 
go to his father’s home for dinner on 
Christmas evening. The following Janu- 
ary they went to the hotel again, and 
this time stayed two weeks, registering un- 
der the same name. 

The questioning, now almost cruel in its 
drive, continued. Kip gulped water and 
sweated. 

“What is the color of your wife’s body?” 
Davis asked. 

“Dark.” said Rhinelander. 

“How dark?” 

“Fairly dark.” 

“Ts it very pronounced?” 

“Tt isn’t any darker than the arms of 
women I have seen in Havana,” he said. 

Davis asked Alice to hold up her hands, 
and as she did so her sleeves fell down so 
that her arms could be seen to the elbow. 

“Is it as dark as her hands?” asked 
Davis. 

“Kes.” 

Rhinelander admitted that he first saw 
this in December, 1921, and then said that 
even after that and knowing how dark 
her father was, he had no suspicion that 
she was partly Negro. He never gave it 
a thought, he said, until after he was 
married. 

“You say that not once from 1921 until 
the first newspaper stories were printed in 
1924, you had suspicions that your wife 
was colored?” 

“T did not,” said Rhinelander. 

“Your brain was working?” 

“T think so.” 

“How’s your eyesight? 
blind?” 

“T don’t think so.” 

“You can distinguish black from white 
and white from brown?” 

“Tes.” 

Then some of Kip’s letters to Alice were 
read. They were letters in which he 
promised her material things and _ also 
promised his love. 

One letter, read aloud in court, was: 

“T want to tell you one thing and I want 
you to read it over when you are lonely: 

“You can trust me, Alice, to be true to 
you now and always: My love for you has 
never been greater, stronger, broader, 
deeper and more to be relied upon, and as 
the days go on it will continue to be just 
the same. Good-bye, dear heart, and don’t 
forget your boy in the days that are to 
come.” 

“When you wrote that letter, didn’t you 


Are you color 


consider yourself engaged?” demanded 
Davis. 

“No, I was leading up to it,” said Rhine- 
lander. 


“That shocked your sense of refine: 
ment?” asked Davis. 

“Yes, it did,” said Rhinelander. 

“Did it shock your sense of refinement 
when you registered as Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith of Rye, at the Marie Antoinette?” 
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“Tt did not.” 

“Was that refined?” 

“No,” admitted Rhinelander. 

“But Alice didn’t smoke cigarettes?” 

“No.” 

“And she didn’t drink highballs?” 

“No.” 

Alice had told Kip several little lies to 
excite his jealousy. One such lie was that 
she had seen Al Jolson and that he had 
flirted with her but she was true to her 
Kip and had spurned the offer of the 
famous comedian. 

Jolson marched to the witness stand and 
took out a large handkerchief. He made 
a show of dusting off the seat and waited 
for the court to snicker. It snickered and 
Jolson sat down. 

Jolson denied ever having met Alice. He 
said the stories of his association with 
Alice were causing his wife to become 
suspicious of him. He said “Every time 
I start for the dressing room the orchestra 
plays Alice Where Art Thou?” The 
situation was insufferable, he said. He got 
another laugh with those lines. Everyone 
agreed that the comedian had never met 
Alice. 

On the day that Alice’s letters were to 
be read in court, the room was packed. 

“Everyone in the shape of a woman must 
leave this courtroom,” the judge ordered. 

But the letters were a flop. 

Crudely written with spelling that would 
embarrass an eight-year-old and filled with 
trite protestations of love, the letters had 
little prayers and faded flowers in them. 
But heavy sex and passion, no. 

The New York Times found the poetry 
good. 

“The poetry has a truly Negro rhythm 
so superior to her ordinary forms of ex- 
pression,” the Times said. It seems trite 
today for Alice had rhymed “true” with 
“blue.” and “love” with “dove.” It was 
pretty ordinary stuff. The word “awful” 
was spelled “auful,” and she was never 
sure where the “O” in Leonard really 
went. 

Once she wrote “a person like you is 
terrible missed.” In another letter, refer- 
ring to mutual friends, she said, “They 
gotten a lovely little home.” 

One of her letters, read in the court was 
as innocent as apple pie: 

“Dearest Leonard: Received your sweet 
letter and telegram. Very glad to hear 
from you, dear. I hope, Leonard, you will 
have a lovely eve at your intended brother- 
inlaw. But please enjoy yourself, dear— 
I was just fooling when I told you, dear, I 
Was going to a dance. I am staying home, 
and being a good girl tonight and staying 
in so that I shall be out with you Satur- 
day, 

“I miss you terribly tonight, but hope, 
dear, you are happy. I was surprised 
when you came in Friday morning, and 
you just left, after five minutes your tele- 
gram came. But do not worry, Leonard. 
I will be true to you and I will stay here, 
I promise you I will not go to Hartford 
now, because you have been lovely to me; 


just like a sister. But I had to sit down 
and drop you a few lines, dear. I would 
have loved to have seen Carlson, but prob- 
ably some day I hope to see him. I am 
here at mother’s, staying home with them, 
and going to bed early. Well, dear, I will 
come to a close and will say nightie night, 
with lots of love, and best wishes till Satur- 
day. Love, Alice.” 

Although she never took the stand, Alice 
had dominated the entire trial. From the 
time when she first walked into the court- 
room until she partially disrobed before 
the jury, she had been the principal figure 
in the trial. 

After nearly a week of testimony, letter 
reading and interruptions, the trial was 
over. Kip’s attorney again appealed to 
racism. He said it would be better that Kip 
were dead rather than to be “shackled” 
to a Negro woman. He said that Kip had 
brought dishonor to his fine family by 
marrying Alice. 

Davis’ summation was an 
reason and fairness. The trial had shown, 
he said, that Kip knew that Alice was col- 
ored long before he married her. He re- 
minded the jury that Kip had pursued 
Alice and that Kip had, in fact, seduced 
her and he indicated that no matter what 
the outcome of the trial was, Kip would 
never again live with Alice. 

The judge charged the jury in a most 
eloquent and fair way. He told the jury- 
men they had few points to resolve: did 
Kip know Alice was colored, and was 
there any fraud in the wedding? If there 
were no evidence of fraud, and if Kip 
knew of Alice’s race then, the judge indi- 
cated, the annulment should be denied and 
the marriage upheld. 

For 12 hours newspaper reporters, curi- 
ous spectators and photographers huddled 
in the courtroom and uneasily waited for 
the verdict. Through these hours Alice 
waited with utmost calm and detachment. 
She was accompanied by her mother, 
father and There were several 
Negroes in the courtroom but Alice paid 
them little heed. 

Finally the door of the juror’s room 
opened and the foreman announced that 
a decision had been reached. The judge 
returned to the courtroom and was handed 


appeal to 


sisters. 


a sealed verdict. 

The tense reporters were awaiting the 
opening of the envelope so they could rush 
to the nearest phone and notify the entire 
world that Kip and Alice were still mar- 
ried, or that Kip had been granted an 
annulment. 

It was not the kind of verdict in which 
one person is guilty and another innocent. 
It was a verdict to determine whether or 
not a white man could marry a Negro 
woman and then legally leave her when 
social pressure became more than he 
wanted to tolerate. 

In a courtroom as hushed as a funeral 
parlor, the sealed envelope was slowly 
ripped open and the findings of the jury 
were made known. 
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Don't you want a body that you won't be 
ASHAMED OF. Alluring-Seductive Curves may 
be yours this new easy way with NUWATE, that 
new wonder preparation that contains medically 
proven vitamins and minerals that may soon add 

ounds of firm flesh to your bones. 

ow long have you suffered and been called 
SKINNY—SCRAWNY or BAG OF BONES? How 
long have you sat on the sidelines while LOVE, 
ROMANCE and excitement passed you by? 
Would you like to look into your mirror and see 
a healthy, well rounded body with curves where 
they belong. All this may be yours if you are 
underweight and in good health. Easy-to-take 
NUWATE may do wonders in a short time. Food 
will taste good again and you naturally will 
eat more. 

BE ONE OF THE CROWD AGAIN! 
With your new form and alluring, seductive 
curves you will be proud to mingle with friends. 
Use NUWATE to add charm and flesh to your 
arms, legs and body and you will soon have 
people turn to look at you with new admiration. 
If this is what you want then take advantage 
of our UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE. Results 
must please or your money refunded immediately. 
Send your name and address right now. Enclose 
$2.00 in bills, check or money order for a full 
month's supply (triple size only $4.00). C.O.D. 
orders are sent plus postal charges. 


NATURE MEDICINE CO., Dept. 349 
246 Roebling St. Brooklyn 11, N. Y. 

















God WANTS YOU 


To Be Really Happy! Are you facing difficult Prob- 
Jems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Love or 
Family Troubles? Are you Worried about someone dear 
to you” Is someone dear to you Drinking too Much? 
Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy—Discouraged ? 
Would you like to have more Happiness, Success and 
‘Good Fortune" in Life? 

If you do have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS 
News of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping thousands of other men and women to glorious 
N / happiness and joy! Whether you have always 
believed in PRAYER or not, this remarkable NEW 
WAY may bring a whole NEW world of happiness and 
joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don't wait, dear friend. Don't let another minute 
go by! If you are troubled, worried or unhappy IN 
ANY WAY—vwe invite you to clip this Message now 
and mail with 10c (coin or stamps) so we can rush Full 
Information to you by AIR MAIL, about this re- 
markable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping so 
many, many others and may just as certainly and 
quickly help YOU! 

You will surely bless this day—so please don't delay! 
Just clip this Message now and mail with your name, 
address and 10¢c to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 
5212, Noroton, Conn. We will rush this wonderful NEW 
Message of PRAYER and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL. 


Do You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 
love you wildly, fiercely? Do 
you want to make him say, 
“Darling, I adore you. I wor- 
ship you. I'll do ANYTHING 
for YOU!’’ Do you want to 
make him OBEY your every 
command? Then use CHEZ- 
ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
help you T Men. 

me woman told me that 
CHEZ-ELLE is the STRONG- 
EST perfume she ever used. 
Another woman told us that 
she blesses the day she first 
used CHEZ-ELLE, because 
now her husband comes 
home at night to help her. 

Just send me your name and address and I will rush 
a Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
you. When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a plain 
package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $5) with 
him on this GUARANTEE. Use CHEZ-ELLE for 10 
days. If you don’t agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the most 
POWERFUL perfume you ever used, return it and I'll 
send your $2 right back. Write NOW to 


TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., Dept. 103-EC, New York 13 
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EaLuardes FORMULA 718 


Quickly Clears, Brightens, Lightens a Dull, Dark, 
Muddy, Discolored Skin and Complexion . 


4) (Dia le 


bur you do want and long for a Beautiful Clear 
Skin and Complexion ... Free from ugly spots and 
discoloration. FORMULA 718 does this for you. 

This Marvelous Achievement is the work of Don 
Eduardo, one of America’s great Research Chemists 
and Foremost Exponent on Applied: Cosmetics. 


Eduardvs FORMULA 718 
yatTS EARN BIG MONEY 


Many men and women are now earning big money 
as Local Distributors for this marvelous Creme; 
after they have tested it themselves. 

Send $2.00 today for this Marvelous Skin Treatment 
and listen to what other men and women say about 
the change in your Skin and Complexion. 
EDUARDO LABS, 168-30 89th AVE., JAMAICA 3, N.Y. 


FEEL AWFUL?» 


DUE TO COLD 


MISERIES 
symptomatic 


6 6 6 RELIEF 


MAGIC MIRROR 


Bathroom always occu 
pied? Use this PORTABLE 
MIRROR on any table. Re- 
lax and comfortably dress 
your hair, apply make-up. 
Demountable—Compact. 
Mail Name, Address and 
$1.00 to 


MAGIC MIRROR 
P. O. Box 263 
Mamaroneck, New York 
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Design Ima Fashions 
LEARN AT HOME-SPARE TIME 


Fascinating field. Design own wardrobe at consid- 
erable saving. Gainexperience designing for oth- 
ers. [t may lead tothrillingcareer—even a shopof 
your own some day. Basic “learn-by-doing”’ course 
under guidance of qualified teachers provides ex- 
cellent starting point for a career. Send for free 
booklet, ““Adventures In Dress Design. 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
885 Diversey Pkwy. Dept. 3239 Chicago 14, ill. 


== PERIOD 
Stelstotiiets| DELAY! 


err! OVERDUE? 


DON'T TAKE CHANCES! 


DISCOVERED!! AT Last a safe 
and really effective Doctor’s Pre- 
scription which may relieve you of 
a serious worry, when due to minor functional menstrual 
delay or Borderline Anemia. ‘‘D-LAY CAPSULES” are 
scientifically prepared by registered pharmacists of the 
New York Drug Company and contain only Medically 
recognized drugs which are absolutely safe. ‘‘D-LAY 
CAPSULES” are fully guaranteed—if you are not com- 
pletely satisfied, return the unused portion and your 
money will be refunded. 

A full supply of “D-LAY CAPSULES’’—packed in a 
confidential box only $3.00 by AIRMAIL SPECIAL DE- 
LIVERY. If you prefer Send no Money, and “D-LAY 
CAPSULES” will be sent by regular mail. Pay post- 
man on Delivery plus postal charges. 


NEW YORK DRUG CO. 
Box 83, Dept. DN-10D Rego Park, N. Y. 
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The annulment was denied. The court 
held that Kip and Alice had married for 
love with full knowledge of each other’s 
race. Alice cried. Kips attorneys were 
moved, but not to tears. 

When Alice was asked if she still loved 
Kip, she replied: “Well, yes and no.” And 
on that equivocal level one of the big love 
stories of American romance was ended. 

Never again did the couple live together 
and never did the big car park in front of 
763 Pelham Road. When Kip died a few 
years later, Alice sent a wreath, but did 
not attend the ceremonies. Up in New 
Rochelle they say that every year a wreath 
of simple garden flowers appears on Kip’s 
tomb on the anniversary of his death—but 
no one knows whether Alice sends them or 
not. 

One thing is known for sure. Alice never 
again remarried and never used the Rhine- 
lander name. 

There was one other tensely dramatic 
moment when the trial in White Plains was 
over. This one instant was not reported 
in the press at the time and has never been 
publicly mentioned before. 

When the jury read its findings, Alice 
fell to her knees and tearfully kissed the 
hand of Barbara Reynolds whose testi- 
mony had been so valuable. But since that 
dramatic moment Alice has never com- 
municated with her in any way, Mrs. Rey- 
nolds said. 

Since the epic case a judicial quiet has 
returned to New Rochelle. There have 
been no other big cases heard in the court- 
room and the Rhinelanders have moved 
away. 

Alice’s niece, Roberta Carlos, who as a 
baby was dangled on Kip’s knee. now lives 
with her father in a small apartment in 
what amounts to a Negro section of the 
town. But all persons connected with the 
case are as silent as Kip’s tomb. 

And for Alice, the love that had bloomed 
in May died of social pressure in court in 


December. THE END 





Teen Talk 

(Continued from Page 8) 
riage and poise. Get in front of a mirror 
(when the menfolks are out of the house), 
and practice crossing your legs gracefully. 
Sit erect. learn how to smooth out your 
skirt when you sit down. Dainty habits 
rule out smacking gum, scratching in pub- 
lic and hitching up your stockings on the 
street. 

Probably the most important factor in 
wearing clothes well is in knowing how to 
take care of what you have. 

Wearing a different outfit every day, five 
days a week, may sound great, but it is 
neither necessary nor practical. You don’t 
need a lot of clothes to always have some- 
thing to wear. but you do need to use good 
sense in buying them, good taste in wear- 
ing them and a good knowledge of how 
to take care of those you have. 

Do these things for Aunt Jane and you 
will never again be heard to say, “I haven’t 
a thing to wear.” 


How 
He 
Proposed 





(Continued from Page 6) 


ing of some delicious baked chicken stuffed 
with pineapple. He could cook a lot of 
things and I was scratching my head think- 
ing way ahead in the future to when | 
might become the wife of a guy who could 
cook as well as fight. 

Bob was born in St. Louis but was 
brought to Chicago when he was 4 years 
old. He graduated from DuSable High, 
started boxing as soon as he could get on 
a pair of gloves and, in 1941, won the 
Chicago Golden Gloves welterweight cham- 
pionship. I attended Wendell Phillips High 
in Chicago and went to Tuskegee Institute 
in 1942. 

New Year’s Eve, 1947, Bob and I went 
downtown to Chicago’s Loop to celebrate. 
There were thousands of people around us, 
laughing, cheering. some crying as we el- 
bowed our way into the Capitol Lounge, a 
popular nightclub. As we sat in a booth, I 
turned to him suddenly and said very 
frankly. but with deep emotion: “Bob, will 
you marry me?” 

I felt perfectly natural asking him. The 
words just formed in my mind and I spoke 
them without any rehearsing or anything 
else. It seemed the right time, right place 
and I knew he was the right man. And I 
can put it in the record that Bob gladly 
accepted my proposal. We kissed as the 
New Year of 1948 came in, but it wasn’t 
just to greet 1948, it was a bond to seal 
our plan to be married. 

This was a whirlwind courtship of only 
one month for we were married on Jan. 17, 
1948, by the Rev. Henderson of Bray’s 
Temple who also officiated at the wedding 
of Bob’s mother and father. A week later, 
we adopted a son, Earl. my child by a 
former marriage. We didn’t have our hon- 
eymoon, however. until this year. or four 
years later, when we went to New York 
to see the Sugar Ray Robinson-Randy 
Turpin middleweight championship fight. 

We are a well matched couple, I think. 
We like to hunt, swim, fish, play golf and 
tennis and there’s no such thing with us as 
Bob going hunting by himself or with a 
bunch of fellows. We go everywhere to- 
gether. We have tremendous fun as we 
wait for him to get his chance at the cham- 
pionship. He’s a potential champion and I 
knew it when I first saw him fight. I’ve 
been a fight fan all my life, but never as 
enthusiastic as I am for Bob Satterfield the 
man I asked to marry me. THE END 
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(Continued from Page 31) 
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do—shopping for my trousseau, planning 
with Del, and attending all the parties and 
showers given by our friends. I threw 
myself completely into all the things that 
had to be done, as if I wanted to savor 
every moment for fear that it all would be 
snatched away from me. 

But nothing terrible happened. Del and 
I had a big church wedding and when at 
last the final guest had been ushered from 
our new apartment, I was alone with my 
husband. For the first time, as we stood 
facing each other in the cluttered living 
room, I realized that the public part of our 
marriage was over. My mind fiew back to 
the shame of my first unhappy experience 
and I swayed uncertainly. Del caught me 
in his arms, pressing his lips against my 
hair, murmuring my name over and over. 

His reassuring words and gentle caresses 
eased fny anxiety and I yielded my lips to 
him. And this time all restraint was gone. 
My heart was floating on clouds softer and 
silkier than the wedding train attached to 
the crown of tiny lilies I wore. I felt Del 
lift me up in his strong arms and I pressed 
my lips against his neck and closed my 
eyes... 

I was happy with Del, happier than I 
had ever dreamed I could be. Everything 
seemed to break just right for us, and by 
the time of our first anniversary, Del had 
two more trucks and his business was fair- 
ly sailing along. I spent a lot of time 
with Cora, shopping with her and visiting 
and Bud was a constant guest at our house. 
Del seemed to grow more loving and 
thoughtful every day, and I responded to 
the affection he showered on me like 
spring flower greeting the sunshine. 


SHOULD have known it was too good 

to last. But the thing that was to throw 
my neat little world into a crazy, night- 
marish shabbles was the thing I’d least ex- 
pected. No one could have foreseen the 
ironic twist that fate had in store for me— 
it was one of those things that happen once 
in a dozen lifetimes. 

Del had gotten an offer from Edwin 
Miller, another milk distributor, to go into 
partnership, and from every angle it was 
a wonderful deal for us. Miller had been 
in business much longer than Del and the 
two of them working together could build 
up a really thriving enterprise. They had 
several conferences on the merger and one 
night Del came home and announced that 
we had been invited to dinner at the big 
suburban home of the Millers. 

“It’s sort of a celebration, Pet,” Del ex- 
plained as we drove out to their house that 


night. “Today was their kid’s birthday.” 

A pang struck my heart. That was the 
one thing that was lacking in our otherwise 
full and happy life. In the past, I’d always 
avoided visiting friends who had children 
because of the painful thoughts that arose 
every time I saw a small child. But this 
time, there was no getting out of it. So 
I rode in silence, wrapped in my morbid 
thoughts. 

“Ed really loves that kid!” Del was say- 
ing, as my preoccupied mind drifted back 
to reality. “Can't say that I blame him.” 
He sighed, then squeezed my hand and 
winked. “Oh, well. By the time I’m his 
age, we'll probably have a dozen of ‘em!” 

The Millers were wonderful people. I 
soon discovered. They had started out 
with even less than Del and I, and despite 
their apparent were 
friendly, unspoiled people, anxious for a 
genuine friendship with us. Margaret Mil- 
was very charming and an 
excellent hostess. She was a tall, stately 
woman. still young-looking and handsome, 
in spite of the gray that streaked her hair. 
As we sipped our after-dinner coffee, Del 
suddenly asked, “Say I—that is, we 
brought Junior a little something for his 
birthday.” 

Somewhat embarrassed, because he’d 
told me nothing of it, he handed Ed a small 
plastic replica of a milk truck. “Just a lit- 
tle trinket I picked up,” Del explained, 
carefully avoiding my eyes. 

“I—TI guess he’s in bed by this time,” I 
injected, trying to sound quite interested. 

“Yes, he is.” Margaret smiled, “but I 
don’t think it'll hurt if we took a peek at 
him. Would you like to?” 

Wordlessly, I nodded, and Del said en- 
thusiastically, “At last ’'m going to get a 
look at this Superman of Ed’s!” 

We went upstairs to a beautiful blue and 
white nursery and tiptoed to the crib in 
the corner. In the crib, curled up next to 
a rag doll, was the most beautiful baby I’d 
ever seen. The well formed head was 
covered with thick black curls and the 
tiny lips were pushed out in a pout. Ed’s 
chest swelled with pride and Del gently 
laid the toy he’d brought next to the doll. 
Finally, the men eased out and Margaret 
lovingly drew the rumpled covers up over 
the baby’s smooth brown shoulders. 

“The way Ed carries on, you’d think he 
was really the baby’s father,” Margaret 
smiled as she started for the door. 

I froze in my tracks. “Wh—what do 
you mean?” 

“Oh, I thought you knew. We adopted 
the baby a year ago today. I—TI can’t have 
any children,” she explained. 

She flipped the light switch and luckily, 
in the dimness couldn’t see my anguished 
face. I stood there, unable to speak or 
move. “Coming, my dear?” Margaret said 
from the hallway where she waited for 
me. 

I forced myself to walk out of the nur- 
sery, fighting down the urge to turn up 
the lights again and look at the sleeping 
child. I had to hold onto the bannister 


success now, they 


ler, especially. 





A DOCTOR’S 
PRESCRIPTION 
FOR THE SCALP 





The hair roots are in the scalp. The condition of your 
hair does often depend heavily on the natural health of 
your scalp. Years ago, Dr. Carnot invented a medicated 
tar formula called Carbonoel which is mixed with 
Sulphur, Resorcin and Balsam of Peru. Carbonoel is 
such a strong, powerful antiseptic and does such fine work 
in helping an itchy, bumpy and externally irritated scalp, 
that many doctors regard it highly and prescribe it for 
many scalp troubles. f your scalp needs a double 
strength tar formula, write for this Doctor’s genuine 
scalp formula now. It will be sent to you all mixed and 
ready to use. Use it for 7 days, and if you are not satis- 
fied, your money back. Pay only $1.59 on delivery. This 
includes everything. Don’t pay a penny more. You get it 
with full directions. Use the finest medicated tar scalp 
formula your money can buy. Your hair and scalp 
deserve fine care. Write now. Send no money. Just your 
name and address to— 

GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC., Dept. Y-12 


337 Kings Highway, Brooklyn 23, New York 


It’s Wonderful the Way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
Acts Chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
—-NOT 
GOOD FOOD 


@ Here’s the secret millions of folks have 
discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the mod- 
ern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, here is 
why FEEN-A-MINT’s action is so wonder- 
fully different! 

Doctors say that many other laxatives 
start their “flushing” action too soon... 
right in the stomach where food is being 
digested. Large doses of such laxatives 
upset digestion, flush away nourishing 
food you need for health and energy. 
You feel weak, worn out. 

But gentle FEEN-A-MINT, taken as rec- 
ommended, works chiefly in the lower 
bowel where it removes only waste, not 
good food! You avoid that typical weak, 
tired, worn-out feeling. Use FEEN-A-MINT 
and feel your “peppy,” energetic self! Get 
FEEN-A-MINT! No increase in price—still 
25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 











i? FEEN-A-MINT {i 
FAMOUS CHEWING-GUM LAXATIVE Ao9e5 
































-WIDE SHOES- 


“Support Your Arch in Style” 
WIDTHS C TO EEE—SIZES 4 TO 12 


Mail $ 95 


Orders Add $1.00 

Rushed Size 12 

STYLE SHOWN IS 
“DENISE” 


Black, Brown 


> Dark Green 
Postage Paid 
Prepaid } stg Cherry Suede 


Write for Free Catalog 


SYD KUSHNER 


Dept. BT 3 . 733 South St. 
Philadelphia 47, Pa. 
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MEN! send for this 


maxon FREE! 


\ MAKING 
MAKE E $450 mA INA 







OUTFIT 





~d you want to make. aaa 
money in full “| spare tim 

in a ‘aay ? 
Then mail own on below for 


150 fine quality fabrics, sensational values in made-to- 
1easure suits and overcoats. Take orders from et 
eighbors, fellow-workers. No experience needed. You'll 

say it's the greatest way to make Money you ever saw. 


SAMPLE SUITS TO WEAR 
Pay No Money! Send No Money! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to get your own personal 
. 1its and overcoats without paying Ic, in addition to your 

g cash earnings. This offer is limited. Rush coupon for 
i REE OUTFIT—today! 


PIONEER TAILORING CO., Dept. A-1165 
Congress & Throop Sts., | Chicago 7, iil. 


PIONEER TAILORING co. Dept. ‘A- 4165 1 
Congress & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, UM. | 
Dear Sir: I WANT A SAMPLE SUIT TO WEAR 
AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush Valuable 
Suit Coupon and Sample Kit of actual fabrics, 
ABSOLUTELY FREE, 








CHILDREN SLEEP AWAY 
THESE CONSTIPATION 





Next Day Happy, Ready to Play 
When Tummy Ache Goes Away 


When constipation occasionally upsets little 
stomachs, children often act up, have tantrums, 
or sulk because they feel miserable, can’t eat 
or sleep right. That’s why wise mothers give 
Syrup of Black-Draught whenever youngsters 
are sluggish, suffer gassy digestive upset, sour 
stomach, or bad breath from constipation. 
They know its wonderful laxative action can 
help sweeten such sour stomach, too! Then 
bow a child’s disposition improves! 


Laxative-Stomach Sweetener Works Overnight! 


Syrup of Black-Draught tastes honey-sweet so 
children take it eagerly. Made of nature’s pure 
vegetable herbs—selected to act thoroughly, 
but gently. No harsh griping. Given at bed- 
time, brings comforting relief in morning— 
thus helps sweeten sour stomach too. Your 
child virtually sleeps away these constipation 
worries! Next day youngsters laugh and play! 
No wonder 17,000,000 bottles have been sold, 
Get Syrup of Black- Draught from druggists, 
Works wonders for a child’s good nature! 


JADULTS | For constipation try regular 
Black - Draught, laxative-stomach 

sweetener, famous since 1840. Familiar Powder, 

Granulated or convenient new Tablet form, 


pain ores LADY 


Show Gorgeous New Styles 
Actual Sample Fabrics 
Women! Here’s awonderful opportunity touse 
your spare time to make money to spend, and 
to get lovely dresses to wear! Just show your 
friends and neighbors exciting newest-style 
dresses, and lingerie, hosiery, children’s wear, 
men’s shirts, socks, etc., and take orders at F | 
amazingly low rices—with b ig ro fit for you. 
NO MONEY— pate E NEEDED. 
fou can even ersonal dresses WITH- 
OUT PAYIN On E CENT FOR THEM. /; 


Rush Name for SAMPLES! 


SEND NO MONEY—Wesend youbig 
skage of ACTUAL SAMPLE fab- 
and complete, colorful style- 
I entation—all absolutely FREE 
—with compres: instructions and 
money-making plans. Write today. 


THE MELVILLE COMPANY 
Dept. 6358 Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
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going downstairs and I don’t even remem- 
ber the rest of the evening. Was it pos- 
sible? I kept asking myself. Was it just 
a coincidence that the Miller’s had adopted 
just about the same time I’d had my baby? 
No, it was too fantastic, I told myself. Del 
noticed my moody silence on the way home, 
and for once, he was unable to bring me 
out of it with his clever humor. 

The next day I tried to think of an ex- 
cuse to call on Margaret. but finally put 
the thought out of my mind. [I tried to tell 
myself that I was getting all upset about 
nothing, but in my heart I knew I would 
never be satisfied until I knew for certain. 
Another day passed, a day in which I 
tortured myself with all sorts of weird 
fantasies and finally I phoned Margaret. 
Trying to sound casually interested. I told 
her, “I think I’ve fallen in love with your 
son, Margaret. It’s too bad he was asleep 
when we were there the other night.” 

“Why don’t you come out during the 
day?” she suggested. “It seems we’re go- 
ing to be seeing a lot of each other eventu- 
ally, so you and I might as well start now.” 

I clutched the back of my chair and 
tried to control my voice. “Well, I’m not 
busy this afternoon. Suppose I drive out 
there?” 

Scarcely waiting for her answer, I hur- 
riedly dressed and scribbling a note for 
Del, got the car and sped out to the Mil- 
ler’s. Seeing Eddie as he toddled around 
Margaret’s knee, I was even more firmly 
convinced that he was my son. His head 
was shaped exactly like—like his father’s, 
and the lips had the same petulant pout. 

“It’s hard to believe he isn’t really 
yours,” I ventured, fishing for information 
to bolster my suspicions. ““He—he has your 
eyes, Margaret.” 

She smiled gratefully. “I’m glad. I want 
him to grow up as our son. Some people 
say you should tell the child he is adopted, 
but I don’t think I want to.” 

“No—!” I cried, then bit my lips to halt 
the rush of words. 

Margaret raised her eyebrows. 
think it’s wrong of me?” 

“Yes! That is—well, I guess it de- 
pends on the circumstances,” I faltered. 
“‘Are—are the child’s parents alive?” 

“T wouldn’t know that,” she said with a 
sad smile. “You see, it would be wrong 
to tell the foster parents anything about 


“You 


a child except that he comes from good 


stock and is healthy.” 

al reached down and picked Eddie up 
and clutched him to my breast “Well, Ed- 
die’s certainly healthy enough!” 

“Oh, yes. The doctor assured us of that 
before we took him.” 

I caught my breath. Doctor? “Who 
was he?” I asked, then, as she stared at 
me curiously, added, “I—well, you see, 
I’m not too strong. Maybe someday I'll 
need his help, too.” 

“T hope not, my dear,” Margaret sym- 
pathized. “It’s really tragic when a woman 
can’t have en of her own.” 

“The doctor—?” I reminded her. 

“Oh. Well, 4 was recommended to us 


by a friend of Ed’s,” she explained. “A 
truly wonderful man—Dr. Ordway.” 

My heart sank to my shoes and I hid 
my face in Eddie’s curls until I could get 
a grip on myself. Then it was true! It all 
fitted too well to be mere chance—the 
Millers had my baby, and as I finally made 
my departure, I vowed in my heart to get 
him back. Somehow, some way, I would 
claim my baby and hear him call me 
“mama.” 


NLY AFTER the first rush of excite- 
ment and elation did I realize that it 
couldn’t be that simple. I'd have to tell 
Del about my deception, prove to the Mil- 
ler’s that Eddie was really mine. Both 
tasks were so big and so complex that | 
couldn’t do either one alone. I had to have 
help. In the days that followed Del ob- 
served the change that had come over me, 
and although he didn’t mention it, I could 
tell he was worried about me. But he must 
have talked to Cora about it, for she 
dropped in unexpectedly one day. 

“Betty—is something wrong 
you and Del?” she began. 

“No, of course not,” I insisted. 
he tell you that?” 

“He just mentioned that you’re not your- 
self these days. Do you want to tell me 
about it?” \ 

Haltingly at first, then with more con- 
viction, I told her about the Miller’s and 
their adopted son. “Don’t you see, Cora, 
he’s mine!” 

Her eyes grew cold. 
she asked evenly. 

“Then I’m going to get him!” I de- 
clared. 

“You’re going to do no such a thing!” 
she snapped angrily. “Your brother and 
I went to a lot of expense and trouble to 
give you all this,” she said, waving her 
hand about the room, “And you're not go- 
ing to toss it all away because of some 
foolish notion that—” 

“Foolish notion!” I leaped to my feet. 
“Eddie is my child and if you won’t help 
me get him back, then I'll do it myself!” 

It took a while to contact Dr. Ordway, 
but I finally managed to get an appoint- 
ment with him. When I had told him 
what had been preying on my mind, he 
snorted angrily. “Your mother was right,” 
he said. “The thing for you to do is put 
this idea out of your mind! Do you think 
that you were the only patient I had that 
week, or that day? Suppose I did arrange 
an adoption for Mr. and Mrs. Miller, what 
right have you to interfere now that they've 
grown attached to the child?” 

“Please, Doctor! Please have a little 
mercy,” I sobbed. 

Mercy? You don’t even know the 
meaning of the word. Perhaps your family 
did arrange to give the child in adoption, 
but I certainly didn’t hear any objections 
from you then. Why the sudden change? 
Because you happened to see a baby that 
might be yours? Walk down any street 
in this city and you'll see plenty of kids 
that same age. Anyone of them might be 
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yours. Oh, no, Mrs. West! You're suf- 
fering from a bad conscience now, but my 
advice to you is go home and have a baby 
of your try to take someone 
else’s!” 

Listlessly, I rose and went to the door. 
“Will you at least give me some peace of 
mind?” I begged. “Tell me if—” 

The doctor looked at me sternly “As far 
as you're concerned, my dear, that baby of 
yours died at birth! Good day.” 

I barely made it back home, and when 
Del came home that evening, I was still in 
hed. He suggested going out, perhaps to 
“Millers, but I had made up my mind 
never to go there again. He tried vainly 
to discover what was wrong, then finally 
gave up. 

Wrongly, but quite understandably, Del 
assumed that he was to blame for what- 
ever was wrong with me, and soon the two 
of us were glaring at each other. snapping 
out words of anger and spite. If I hadn’t 
paid for my mistake before now, then see- 
ing how unhappy Del was because of me 
was punishment in full. If only we could 
turn back the clock and relive our lives! 
Never would I have given up my child so 
easily; I would have borne him proudly 
and braved all the shame and disgrace an 
outraged society could heap on me. On 
the other hand, if things had been that way, 
I would never have given so freely of my 
love to the man who had betrayed me. And 
then I would never have met Del and—it 
was all too mixed up. 

Perhaps they were right— Cora and the 
doctor. If I could convince myself that 
the baby dead I might have some 
peace of mind. But yet another problem 


own not 


was 


arose. I had to tell my husband some- 
thing. My suffering had caused him too 


much unhappiness to pass it off lightly 
as just a mood. Del was due some ex- 
planation—and if I began confessing, I 
would have to start at the beginning and 
tell it all. 

Disregarding Cora’s advice, this 
what I did. The hurt mirrored in Del’s 


was 


eyes as I told my story, tore at my heart- 
strings, but I couldn’t stop then. I had 
to get it all out, like a surgeon cutting out 
the core of a rotten wound. On and on 
I droned, giving it all in detail, telling Del 
what kind of woman he had taken for a 


wife. His mouth was a grim gash; his 
shoulders slumped wearily when I had 


finished, and without a word, he whirled 
and walked out of the house. 

I flung myself on the bed, but the tears 
wouldn’t come. There was only a dull 
ache, a hollow feeling in the region of my 
heart. I had finally made the last bitter 
payment on my atonement for what I had 
done. Del didn’t return that night—nor 
the next morning, and I realized that he 
was waiting for me to leave, to get out of 
the house in which we had found so much 
joy and happiness. to get out of his life. 
Late that evening I had packed my things 
and was waiting for a cab. I couldn’t even 
go to Cora this time. I didn’t know where 
I was going—nor did I care. 

Then I heard a fumbling at the door and 
sat rigidly waiting. It was Del, as I had 
feared, unshaven and unkempt. His eyes. 
were clear now, but he 
I waited for the curses, 
the denunciations, the blows he had every 
right to rain on me. But they didn’t come. 

In a low. steady voice I heard my hus- 
band say. “Sure, it was a shock—almost 
more than I could take, Betty. I’m only 


gaunt and hollow, 


reeked of whiskey. 


human and—well, that’s over now. But I 
found out you can’t drown a thing like 


that much in 
is still there. 


this in liquor—there’s not 
the world! And the hurt 
Maybe some day it'll go away. But I think 
I can begin to understand now. Maybe 
I'll never really understand, but [ll try— 
if you'll help me. I’ve gone through hell, 


Pet, but heaven or hell, I've got to have 
you with me.” 
Well, that’s my story. I said in the 


I don’t know when or how it 
Maybe the arrival of little Del. 


beginning, 
will end. 


Junior, will make it a happy ending. 
I pray so! THE END 





Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 15) 


try to do still greater things. Encourage 
him when he does. Criticism and nagging 
just make the male animal more ornery. 

Do little things around the house to 
make it attractive. Wear a smile, girl, even 
when you’d like to claw him. Do all you can 
to make your home peaceful and happy. 
Look for interesting things to talk about. 
After you’ve spoiled him a while, mention 
the money angle. Remember how you used 
to ask father for more cash? Pick your 
moment, and then press it to full advan- 
tage. Use every feminine wile you know of 
because your happiness and your son’s fu- 
ture are at stake. Good luck! 

* & 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 18 and have 
been married for one year. My husband 
has been in the Army for four months. He 


used to write every week although he said 
he didn’t have much time except on Satur- 
days and Sundays. Recently he hasn’t been 
writing at all. Do you think he might have 
fallen in love with one of the girls who 
they have at the 


come to those 


camps? 


parties 


Rose W. 

Dear Rose: I don’t have my crystal ball 
handy, so I can’t say whether he has found 
a new girl friend or not. But why think the 
worst has happened? He may have been 
transferred to another camp, and his mail 
would naturally be slow in reaching him. 
If you have nagged him in his letters, he 
may be letting you cool off. He may just 
have lost his fountain pen. In any case, 


he’s still legally yours. Be sweet, and 
you're likely to keep him that way. A man 
in love is like a homing pigeon. He may 


go a long way away, but he always knows 


where home is. 
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NOW! ACTUAL PHOTOS 


PROVE KOMBO 


STRAIGHTENS HAIR! 


From Hollywood ! The secret of soft, 
smooth STRAIGHT hair that will 
stay that way from 3 to 6 months. 










Zeront 


- NO LYE 

~NO BURN AT LED 
- NO RED HAIR 
- NO HOT IRONS 


EASY AS 1-2-3 


1. Shampoo with KOMBO 

2. Comb and set hair 
any way you wish 

3. Neutralize with Rinse 
THAT'S ALL! 

SAFE... easy for men, women and children. 

You must try KOMBO to see how 

amazing itis! « « e 


AT YOUR DRUG STORE 
| ORDER TODAY FROM HOLLYWOOD 


TER 







A. Herman Smith 
Los Angeles 
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1 5864 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28, California | 
Send__KOMBO | enclose $1.79 each Send postpaid ! 
Send—_KOMBO C.0.D. I'll pay postman $2.27 each I 
Please Print Plainly. No C.0.D. for A.P.O. - F.P.0.1 
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MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 





and get RESULTS 


The true way to mastery 
open for you when you know 
how to ask for and know how 
to accept the gifts that GOD 
has stored up for those that 
love and obey him. Learn 


THE MAGIC FORMULA 
for 
SUCCESSFUL PRAYER 


Here are some of the emening 
s it tells you gt 
prey ee to pre How: = 
Be agic Formulas for 
fealth a Suc cess through pray- 





prayer; for obta nining through pra ayer; for 
money throug h prayer; for influenci 
through pi H d many other valuable instruc- 
tions that will help you get the things you want. 


5-DAY TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 


Just send your name and address today and on 
delivery simply ho ate the email som of only WU 
is a wi your postma I positivel 
that yom will be more’ than delighted 
your money wil 
and no questions 





Bu i NTEE 

RESULTS within 5 days or 
bg elena oy on request 
asked. Order At Onc 


ATOMIC BOOKS 


507 Fifth Ave. Dept. PAG-12 New York, N. Y. 











‘a .Train At Home For 


A WELL PAID CAREER 
PRACTICAL NURSING 


| —= fill the wexent need for retned Peake s 






If you are between 18 and 
train at Pheenn in your spare —_ = take bands 7 in this ———- 





ed calling. Many earn while High peebeett i nat peoded 
jurse’s equipment te ae ig ‘It this ad today for 
Wayne School Of Practical Nursing, |! 
2526 Sheffield Ave., Desk EX-8. Chicago 14, ill. “| 
Please rush FREE FACTS and Sample Lesson Pages. | 
| NAMB ow ccc wccecceccccecesscccessoesece | 
L ron Address. ewccccwccecccececcccoe-------= | 





ASTHMA 


wise 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


F YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
AROXYSMS...from coughs, gasping, wheezing 
read this letter from Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson 
of Roanoke, Virginia. 
““Can Work and Sleep” 
Jacor is wonderful. I was very sick 
ith attacks of bronchial asthma and 
ried one bottle. It helped mesomuch 
I got three more. Now I can doall my 
rk, and I can sleep at night. 
Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson, 
Virginia. & 
WHY DON’T YOU TRY NACOR? Just send your name 
i your address today for daring 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. 
atter if you consider your case hopeless, write today. 
NACOR, 764-U State Life e Bidg., | 4,1 





will start you 

now—show you 

easy, proven 

ys to succeed as 

American Dealer! 

riends, neighbors, stran- 
too give you orders for our guaran- 
1, fast-selling cosmetics and house- 
1old needs. You have money coming in 
is you need it—all year round! Men or 
men—get our FREE Starting Offer. 
Just write American Chemical Company, 

Dept. RTL-1, Memphis, Tennessee. 


PERIOD DELAYED? 
(Overdue) 


DON’T RISK DISASTER 
DON’T WORRY 


it CAN BE SOLD, a new extra effective Doctor ap- 

la—**Quik-Kaps’’ capsules may relieve you of 

st worry—when due to minor functional men- 

or borderline anemia. Scientifically prepared by 

€ *harmacists. ‘‘Quik-Kaps’’ capsules contain only 

ully recognized drugs having no harmful after effects, 

lete supply—packed in a confidential box only $5.00. 

i no money and we will mail C.O.D. plus small postage 

i O.D. charges or send $5.00 cash and we will rush 
MAIL ‘‘Just the thing to have on hand.’’ 


of extracost 


Available only from 


PERSONAL DRUG CO. 
Hester St., Dept. TC-12, New York 2, N. Y. 





For Sports — For Fun 
World's Finest ''EM-GE" 


BLANK PISTOL 


t the Works’’—safely—with this handsome 

ik pistol. Lo« ks, feels and sounds like ‘‘the real 

ng B ut it can’t hold regularcartridges. Six-shot 
magazine: safety catch. Vrecision-built of carbon 
r long. 95 world-famous pistol, excellent 


“$10. 


ixe model wit 95 
J handle $15.00 
100 bla "si “ artridges 


ORDER By MAIL 
I’ Re ed 
Se nd Check “i 
r Money Order 
Dealer Inquiries 
" Invited 
J.L. Galef & Son, Dept. TC-1,85 Chambers St.,N.Y.C. 


“Thought I’d lose my 
mind from terrible pain 
until | found Pazo!” 


says Mrs. F. L., Brooklyn, N.Y. 


Itching of simple piles drive you mad? Is 
agonizing pain daily torture? Amazing 
Pazo* acts instantly to relieve such misery ! 
Soothes inflamed tissues. Lubricates hard- 
ened, dry parts. Helps healcracking,reduce 
swelling, soreness. Don’t suffer needless 
agony from simple piles. Get Pazo, get real 
comfort, right away. Ask doctors about it. 
Suppository form—or tube with perfor- 
ated pile pipe for easy application. 
*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories® 

















Poems of 
Devotion 


I COULD HAVE BORNE IT 


I could have borne it 

If when first you looked my way 

You had shown disdain or mere indiffer- 
ence; 

If in your face I had not read 

The things your lips refused to say. 

Instead—within your eyes | found 

The twin of the flame that burned within 
my own. 

It touched upon my cheek and lingered 
there; 

It kissed my lips—my brow- 

Then it died; quite unexpectedly: 

While mine lived on. 

One moment it was there caressing me; 


Then faded with the dawn. 


my hair. 


I could have borne it 

Had this lovely flame burned itself away 

As all flames do, and died a natural 
death. 

But when it was snuffed out in life 

While mine still burned for you 

It was more than I could bear. 

It was not just or right. 


I hate its flaming loveliness 
Although it was warm and bright. 
Beatrice Murphy 


STRANGE REPLY 
When you tell me that you love me 
I will be too thrilled to speak; 
There will be no words of protest 
Though you kiss my lips and cheek. 


When you ask me if I love you, 

Like a song my soul shall rise, 

If I have no words to answer, 

Darling, look into my eyes. 
Roberta Wrain 


GLAD LOSS 
Lost: a heart last night, 
While I was on the roam. 
Caution: if you find it 
Please don’t send it home. 


Reward: none is offered. 

All I intend to do 

Is to let my glad heart follow 
A sailor dressed in blue. 


Roberta Wrain 
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Wut Ki “Jlashiona Style #472 
275 Seventh Ave., New York 1, p NIGHT OF LOVE 

> lantalizing lattice lace sweeps 
Style +658—MELODY MIST 


5 extravagantly accross the flesh- 
A-glow with the fire of romance. Rus- inted dropped shoulder. Dramatic 
tling taffeta shimmering beneath a j tunic-peplum plunges recklessly to 
smoky marquisette overskirt. Revealing a sculptured train. Luxurious 
plunge neckline nipped in a spray of 


Rayon Faille 
imported Chantilly lace . . . traced IN GLORIOUS COLORS: 
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delicately on the border of a full danc- @ BLACK 38-40-42 44-46-48 
ing skirt with a flare for flattery. © NAVY 
: @ ROYAL BLUE 
@ PEACOCK 






IN ALL SIZES only gf 
9-11-13-15-17 
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SENT ON APPROVAL—10 DAY FREE TRIAL! 


§ MISS LEE-FASHIONS, Inc., Dept. TC-12 
275 Seventh Ave., New York 1, N. Y. 


Please send me the following dresses in styles, sizes and 
TBE colors indicated. if not delighted | may return dress within 
1 10 days for refund. 


























First if Second 

5 Style No. Size Color Choice | Color Choice 
| 
| 

(0 Send C.O.D. | enclose $1.00 deposit. I'll pay postman 

balance plus postage. 

(1 | enclose full amount $ vm YOU pay postage. 
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